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HECTOJL 

my own cheeks flush with soipdse, and I 
eager to see what she woukl da Bat tfe 
her heel were not counted jet, and she 
— sixteen, seventeen, eig^itees — noit 
hand for the letter till the heel was 
its third needle. 

Then, when she had \txkeA at die poat-OBBk aaid 
closely examined the writii^ she glanced dovmiksplf 
at my eager ^ce, and said as she pcdkd oct hex 
spectacles : 

'' I hear the hens clucking, Tbej aie lamgprr, ^ 
you and give them their food." 

I could have cried for disappofntment, but Gzand- 
mere would never be gainsaid. So I ps^ up reiy 
slowly and went away ; and the big hens had a!I ti:e 
com that day, for I took no thocg^t of the chickeaSy 
but just spilled the Indian com angrily aboat the yard, 
till Madelon put her head oat of the kitchen windo«r 
and remarked to Jean : 

'' Oh, the famous housekeeper ! We shall show ht 
fowls in the market next Saturday." And dial made 
me shut down the corn-bin with a bang and mn 
straight back to the porch to escape from Jean^s 
stupid laughter. 

I could see Sceur Am^lie's comette fkippin^ as I 
came roimd the comer of the house, which proved 
she was in fuU flow of conversation. The letter had 



leaf, and I sat in the porch spinning by Grapdrnfere, 
looking down over the yellow mustard fields and vine- 
yards red with opening anemones. 

Grandmbre was busy counting off the stitches for the 
heel of the stocking that she was knitting, so she had 
told me to hold my tongue when I chattered, and I 
was trying to amuse myself by listening to the black- 
birds piping and singing in the great stone-pine by the 
door; when presently 1 saw the white cornette of 
Soeur Am^lie coming round the elder clump at the 
end of the lane. 

I never cared much to see her in the morning, for 
in the morning she came to teach me to read and 
write, and learn L'HistoIre Sainte ; and as the money 
< irandm^re paid her for that was to go to build a chapd 
liir lUc sisters at Baitg?, I felt always verj-,very wicked 
if I was not good. But when she came in the after- 
noon it was generally to chat over the news, and I 
liked to hear the news, tt was so dull to listen all 
day to the cooing of ihe pigeons up on the roof and 
the click of the needles in Giag daifeK 's stocking. 

To-day aa she ^^^^^ ""^"^ saw thai she 
tiad a letter ii 

" I met I 
^hc laid, *^ 
the walk.5 
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my own cheeks flush with siuprise, and I glanced up 
eager to see what she would do. But the stitches of 
her heel were not counted yet, and she went on aloud 
— sixteen, seventeen, eighteen — not stretching her 
hand for the letter till the heel was safely separate on 
its third needle. 

Then, when she had looked at the post-mark and 
closely examined the writing, she glanced down sharply 
at my eager face, and said as she pulled out her 
spectacles : 

" I hear the hens clucking. They are hungry, go 
you and give them their food." 

I could have cried for disappointment, but Grand- 
ma would never be gainsaid. So I got up very 
donif and went away ; and the big hens had all the 
com that day, for I took no thought of the chickens, 
but just spilled the Indian com angrily about the yard, 
I till Madelon put her head out of the kitchen window 
* and reniarked to Jean : 

"Oh, the famous housekeeper 1 We shall show fat 
p)wls in the market next Saturday." And that made 
•WR the coin-bin with a bang and run 
-■, to the porch to escape from Jean's 
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Amflie's comette flapping as I 
of the house, which proved 
conversation. The letter had 
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disappeared ; no doubt into Grandmfere's great apron 
pocket, to keep company with the keys and her wool 
ball. But I hoped yet to glean something from the 
conversation. 

Grandm^re's eyes were unusually bright, and the 
decided look on her face piqued my curiosity to the 
quick. I had never seen her look so, except at har- 
vest-times or when there was business to be done. 

Her eye fell on me the moment I came round the 
comer. 

" Fast day for the fowls, Hein ? " she said \ but the 
next moment she laughed good-humouredly, and while 
I blushed scarlet to feel myself thus found out, she 
called me to her, and said : 

" After all, the news concerns you more than any of 
us, since it is you who will gain a companion ; and I 
do not see why you should not hear that the son of 
your cousin Marie, who died last year in England, is 
coming to live with us. He is an orphan, like you, 
for his father too is lately dead, and he is less happy 
than you, for his grandparents do not want him at all, 
but gladly send him to his mother's relations. There- 
fore his heart may likely enough be sore when he 
comes, and you will do your best to be kind to him." 

"Poor child," she continued, to Sceur Amdlie; 
" neither father nor mother now, and I remember how 
his mother rejoiced over him not two years ago. 
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Beautiful, she told me, and strong and clever like his 
father, but even then the family did not love him; 
their hearts were always of ice for his mother. They 
were jealous, perhaps ; and now — ^ah bah ! they are a 
selfish people, the English. With their droit d'ainesse^ 
they have no place for the orphans of younger children. 
Here he will find no grandeurs, but there is enough, 
thank God, of everything we need; and so far as 
heart goes, this little one will love him. As for me, I 
loved his mother; I am too old now to love new- 
comers." 

Grandmfere patted my head while she spoke, and I 
kissed her brown wrinkled hand, and promised that I 
would love him for both of us. I did not say any- 
thing more, for Grandm^re used not to like children 
to talk much ; but I sat there, and thought of the 
promise I had made while Grandmfere and Soeur 
Amdie continued to talk ; and the more I thought, 
the more I felt that I would like to love little Hector. 
What Grandmbre and Sceur Am^lie were saying above 
my head made me picture him in my heart very sad 
and lonely. He had no sisters or brothers, they said. 
No more had I ; and I wondered if he sometimes 
wished for a brother as I had sometimes wished for a 
little sister, I had never known my father and 
mother, so it was no grief to me to lose them ; but he 
had known his. I thought oi his mother, rejoicing 
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over him ; and then of her, dead and cold ; and he 
left all alone to the jealous family ; till the picture of 
his desolation brought tears to my eyes, and I had to 
try quickly to think of something else, for fear Grand- 
m^re might see and ask me what was the matter. I 
listened then with all my ears to what Grandmbre and 
Soeur Amdlie were saying, and I understood enough 
to know soon that Hector's grandfather was a rich 
English milord, but that Hector's father had been the 
youngest son, and his family had been angry with his 
imprudent marriage; and now that he was dead. 
Hector's uncles were jealous because the boy was so 
strong and fine, while they had no sons yet to inherit 
their wealth. Already I felt a sisterly pride in him ; 
I was glad to know that he was strong and fine. I 
remembered suddenly with new interest how I had 
often heard Grandmfere's friends congratulate her on 
the healthy air of Salaret, and I looked over our fields 
with joy at the thought that they would make him 
every day stronger and finer, till he grew up wonder- 
ful, like the Prince Charming of a fairy tale, and went 
home to astonish his wicked uncles. His uncles 
were going, Grandmfere said, to have plenty of sons. 
I did not know how that would be, but I took for 
granted beforehand that our Hector would be more 
beautiful and more clever than any of his cousins. 
Already he was to me " our Hector," and from that 
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day till the day he came I scarcely ceased to think of 
him. Salariet was like a new place since it had this 
new interest. I had never thought about it before. 
It had been always there, standing, just as it does now, 
on the side of the hill with the vineyards sloping down 
in front, and the orchard sloping up to the chestnut 
wood behind; and I had been accustomed year after 
year to watch the blackbirds build in the big stone-pine 
by the door, and the ducks and geese swim round the 
little stagnant pond in front, while the pigs and fowls 
and oxen trampled the soft slush of the big farmyard, 
and the labourers came and went, without ever asking 
myself whether all this was pretty or pleasant It was 
part of my life, and before that time I scarcely re- 
member it ; but I remember quite distinctly now how 
it looked on the day that Hector came ; and, where- 
ever I spend my future life, it is the picture of Salaret, 
as I saw it that day, which will always remain with me 
as the picture of home. 

Everything had been made ready for Hector. 
Madelon had said that she would love no English 
boy. Her father lived in the mill which was the very 
last bit of land the English ever held in France, and 
he remembered the English Duke of Wellington ; so 
she thought she knew all about the English. She 
said they were hard and gluttonous, and very little 
civilized ; and she used to tease me about Hector, 
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saying beforehand that he would be ugly like a 
monkey. But for all that, she said the Duke was a 
great milord; and when she heard that Hector's 
grandfather was to accompany him, she had worked 
like four to make the house ready for the occasion. 
It was clean now, from top to bottom. In the drawing- 
room the windows had been opened and the floor 
fresh waxed and polished ; a faint scent of honey rose 
from the shining boards and mixed with the sweet 
smell of the summer wash which the breeze from the 
garden blew out of the clean white dimity curtains. 
The brass dogs on the hearth had been polished ; I 
had myself dusted the old-fashioned chimney-piece. 
Grandmfere did not like to have flowers brought into 
the house, but the peach-trees outside were in full 
blossom, and their pink boughs crossed each other 
before the open windows, throwing rosy reflections 
upon the floor. 

Upstairs, too. Hector's own little room was ready. 
Madelon had scrubbed it beautifully clean; Grand- 
mfere herself had given out a pair of the best linen 
sheets for his bed. They let me give him my patch- 
work quilt, and everything looked as comfoi table as 
we could make it. Even the pigeons seemed pleased 
as they cooed on the window-sill and looked in. 
Then, when there was nothing more to do, and I had 
brushed and plaited my hair and put on my Sunday 
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dress and one of my Sunday white pinafores, Grand- 
mbre took pity on my impatience, and told me to run 
down the lane and watch till I saw a carriage in sight 
on the high road. At the bottom of our lane there 
was a mound, with an old wooden cross upon it, and 
from the top of the mound you could see for a mile or 
two along the road ; so I ran down through the lane 
where the hedges were all in flower with white thorn 
and gorse and periwinkles, and climbed on the mound 
to watch. But the carriage kept me waiting a long 
time, and while I waited, to make the time pass, I 
tried to fancy myself in Hector's place, and to imagine 
what then I should think of the new home to which I 
was coming. Instead of watching the high road, I 
had soon turned my back upon it, and for the first 
time in my life I really looked at Salaret. It is only a 
farmhouse, and to my childish eyes it did not look 
nearly grand enough, with its modest white walls and 
long straggling expanse of red-tiled roof which stretched 
in irregular gables over house and stables and store- 
houses; but the orchard spread up the hill behind 
like a sun-touched cloud of white and pink, the chest- 
nut wood above was bursting into brilliant green, and 
in the lovely lights and shadows of the spring after- 
noon, the place touched my heart even then with a 
tender and homelike feeling. I thought that if I could 
have wished it more grand, I could hardly have wished 
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it more beautiful, and I hoped that little Hector would 
be glad to live there with me. 

Grandmfere stood waiting under the pine-tree by the 
porch, and I was looking at her and at the pigeons 
pecking and stnitting on the path at her feet, when 
suddenly above the noise of the forge at the other side 
of the road a sound of wheels and trotting horses fell 
on my ear, and, before I had time even to jump off 
my post of observation, a grand carriage drawn by a 
pair of horses had dashed round the comer and was 
rolling swiftly in front of me up the lane. 



^ 



CHAPTER II. 

TO try to overtake the equipage was useless, and 
to run in the cloud of dust it raised would have 
been to make myself dirty as well as late. So, morti- 
fied as I was to have missed the first sight of Hector 
after all, and trembling with shyness at the thought 
of entering the drawing-room already full of strangers, 
I went slowly back to the house. 

Grandmfere and her visitors had gone in by the 
lime I reached the door ; but there, standing in the 
porch alone^ with his head in the air and eyes fixed 
eagerly on the thick branches of the stone-pine, was a 
little boy who must, I knew, be Hector. He wore a 
loose suit of rough black serge, made with a wide 
collar which fell back upon his shoulders, leaving his 
throat and chest bare, like a sailor's, to the air. His 
hat was in his hand, and the sun streamed upon the 
masses of ruddy gold hair which, though cut short, 
yet waved loosely above his strong square forehead. 
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Everything about him was strong and firm, the attitude 
in which he stood, the intensit)' of his gaze into the 
pine-tree, the cur\'es of the white throat and uplifted 
chin. He was not the least bit like what I had ex- 
pected, but I had time to look at him thoroughly, for 
he stood just in the middle of the porch, so that I 
could not pass into the house; and though on first 
seeing him I had put out my hand and stammered 
forth the best greeting that I could, he did not seem 
for some time to see me. As he would neither move 
out of my way nor take any notice of me himself, I 
waited quietly on the step beneath him, and my gaze 
followed his to the depths of the pine foliage ; then 
after a moment or two he looked down, and his first 
words, spoken in French as pure as my own, and as 
quietly as though he had known me all my life, were : 

"Are they thrushes or blackbirds? I can't get a 
sight of one." 

I was red all over, not for shyness now, but for real 
pleasure to hear his voice and to be able to tell him 
what he wanted to know. 

"They are blackbirds; and from the window of 
your bedroom you can see right into one of the 
nests/' 

"Right in, so as to see the eggs? Are there any. 
eggs ? Do you think we shall see the young ones when 
they are hatched ? " 



^ 
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He turned fully to me now, and looked straight into 
my face, his own face all aglow with interest. I saw 
that his eyes were dark grey, and I thought they were 
the brightest I had ever seen. 

" I think they will be hatched soon," I said, " be- 
cause they have been laid a long time now; one 
might even come out to-day." 

*' Let us go up," he said, eagerly. " Let us go up ; 
perhaps it will be out already." 

In another moment we were upstairs in his room, 
and without seeming even to see the cupboard of 
carved oak, or the patchwork quilt, or the new mat 
Grandm^re had bought for his bedside, he flung him- 
self half out of the window in his anxiety to peep into 
the nest The mother bird was sitting ; we could not 
see the eggs, but she looked at us with soft bright eyes 
from beneath her interlaced canopy of green spikes, 
and I saw at once that Hector would no more have 
frightened her than I. 

He looked at her very quietly for a time, his grey 
eyes sparkling with interest ; then he asked me in a 
whisper if I knew much about birds. 

I whispered, " No, that I only liked watching them 
sometimes, but that there were a great many at 
Salaret" 

"Ah, that's the way it is with girls," he said, "they 
never know much about things; have you a bird 
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book?" I might have been oflfended, only that he 
spoke so quietly I saw he did not mean to be rude, 
and then I could not help thinking that with regard to 
me it was quite true. I did not know much about 
anything, I did not even know if we had a bird book, 
and I was so ashamed to confess my ignorance that I 
stammered and grew red as I answered that I did not 
think we had. 

He looked round at me. It was the first time he 
had really looked at me since we met, and said quite 
kindly, as though he were talking to a very little child, 
" Do you know how to read ? " 

His question made me grow redder than ever. I 
was nine years old then ; I had been able to read for 
the last four years, and I told him so with a little indig- 
nation piercing through my cautiously whispered tones. 
I was glad at all events to let him know that I was not 
so great an ignoramus as he thought. 

" You did not seem to know the books of the house," 
he said, " and I want to find out if that is a real black- 
bird or a ring-ousel. But it is rather early in the year 
for a ring- ousel to be hatching." 

He made way for me as he spoke, and I planted 
my elbows down beside his on the window-sill. The 
\vindow was narrow, so there was but just room for us 
both, and we remained thus wedged tightly, shoulder 
to shoulder, while we continued our whispered con- 
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versation. Under the strangely alert gentle eyes of 
the blackbird our intimacy grew fast I told Hector 
many things about Salaret. I pointed out to him the 
budding woods down in the hollow, and told him of 
the numbers of birds he would find down there. I 
told him of the great wood-pigeon hunts held up in 
the hills at the time of passage; of how we caught 
ortolans after the corn harvest ; of everything that I 
thought would interest him ; but at last, when I was 
telling him how the woodpeckers eat the whole shutter 
of one of our windows, he suddenly interrupted me to 
know if we had any gold-crested wrens. 

He used the Latin name, and by this time I was no 
longer afraid of him ; so I laughed, and said quite 
saucily that I did not understand Latin. 

"And it seems that I do not speak French," he 
said, " for I don't know the French name. What are 
we going to do in order to arrive at understanding 
each other?" 

We looked at one another and laughed, and then I 
saw what a merry face he had. 

" Come downstairs to my grandfather," he said ; 
"he knows everything, and he'll tell us the French 
name." 

It was the first time I had thought of the grown-up 
people, and all my shyness returned as I followed 
Hector downstairs. 
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But Hector did not apparently know what shyness 
meant.. He walked straight into the drawing-room, 
which seemed to be full of the silks and laces of two 
very grand ladies; and profiting by a pause in the 
conversation, asked something in English of an old 
gentleman who sat on the sofa beside Grandmfere. 
But, instead of answering his question, the gentleman 
asked him in return where he had been and what he 
had been doing ; and all eyes turned then to me. 

"Ah," Grandmfere said, good-naturedly, taking 
Hector's two strong white hands in hers, " you have 
been making friends with Zelie, I see. Children," she 
added, to Hector's grandfather, " are best left to them- 
selves to become acquainted. In the age of growth 
new friendships are quickly made. That is nature, 
and we can do little to make or mar it. For the rest 
Zdie wishes so much to have a companion of her own 
age, that had he been ugly as Satan she would always 
have found him more beautiful than an old grand- 
mother who has had the time to forget that she ever 
was a child." 

Grandm^re looked at me so kindly as she spoke 
that I forgot the strangers who were there, and in 
spite of my shyness I threw my arms round her neck 
and whispered : 

" However much I love him, you are always Grand- 
mfere." I think that pleased Grandm^re, for she liked 
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to know that I loved her. But Hector was looking 
puzzled. 

« Z^He," he said. " Whaf s Zaie ? " 

Grandm^re and I both laughed at his bewildered 
expression. 

*' Oh \ We don't know that yet," said Grandmbre, 
with a sarcastic note in her voice. " This is Z^lie," 
and she laid her hand upon my shoulder. 

Instantly Hector turned towards me a face which 
made my heart beat for pleasure, the beaming face of 
recognition one turns to a friend. 

" You ! " he exclaimed, " are you Zdie ? Of course, 
yes, of course ; I had forgotten there was to be a little 
girl.'' 

"You had forgotten there was to be a little girl?" 
repeated Grandmbre. " And for what did you take 
her then during the hour you have passed together?" 

Hector looked at me. Then his face wrinkled into 
laughter, and he replied with twinkling eyes : 

" For a bird book, I think, madame." 

" And a bad one, too," I murmured, with his speech 
about girls knowing nothing much rankling a little in 
my memory. Every one laughed at his bit of impu- 
dence, and Grandmbre said, " Allons, she had better 
prove her love to you by giving you something to eat 
It is the part women play towards men like you. Take 
him away, Z^ie, And give him some goiiter. It is 

c 
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probable that he likes nuts and jam even better than 
you like them yourself." 

I had prepared a godter for Hector before he came. 
I asked him now if he would like to have it out ot 
doors, and as he said he would, we were soon seated 
under a fig-tree at the comer, enjoying our little picnic 
That is to say, I enjoyed it. I don't know whether 
Hector did in anything like the same degree. To 
have a companion at last, and to know that he was 
not going away; to think that to-morrow I should 
wake up to find him still in the house, and that the 
next day, and the next day, and the next, he would 
still be there to share my life ; that when the fruit was 
ripe he would be there to pick it with me ; that when 
the hay was cut we should play in it together; that 
when the maize was reaped he would work with me at 
the winnovvang ; that we should rejoice together when 
the time came to cut the grapes; that when Sceur 
Am^lie gave us lessons, he would learn them by my 
side — to know, in fact, that life was never going to be 
lonely any more — filled me with a delight almost 
greater than I could contain. The food we were eating 
seemed to me to taste nicer than it had ever tasted 
before ; but I scarcely cared to eat for the pleasure of 
watching Hector, and trying to slip the best pieces on 
his plate. He did not seem to notice much what he 
was eating, or what I was doing, but lay on his side 
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with one leg curled round the other and one elbow 
planted on the ground, and gazed about him in silent 
interest. From time to time he asked me a question 
which I answered to the best of my ability, but he did 
not seem to wish to talk, and I was well content to 
be silent. His face was like an animated conversation 
all the timfe, it was so full of energy and sympathy ; 
and in watching it I became interested to a degree 
which left us both unaware of how little we talked. 

I sat facing the house ; he lay opposite to me, look- 
ing down over the lane and the vineyards beyond. 
Presently I saw the corners of his mouth go up and 
his eyes light with laughter. 

" What are you laughing at ? " I asked. 

"At the face which is coming up the path; it's 
exactly like an india-rubber cracker in a cornette. 
Look ! " 

I looked round to see to my horror Soeur Am^lie, 
whom I had always been taught to reverence as a 
saint, and whom I considered as far above the shafts 
of criticism as M. le Cur^ or Grandm^re herself; and 
to make matters worse the truth of Hector's observa- 
tion forced itself upon me the instant my eyes fell 
on her. Her face was like the india-rubber face of a 
.cracker. . It was very small and very wrinkled, the 
tiny mouth and nose and chin almost disappearing 
in rather overhanging cheeks. Cheeks, lips, and all 
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were yellow like old ivory; the little i)ale blue eyes 
were unshaded by any eyebrows ; and swathed as the 
£&ce was in the white bands of her coif, it looked, I 
confess, so little human that I could hardly help 
laughing myself at Hector's naughty comparison. 

I had hardly had time to tell him that he must not 
laugh at her, that she was very good, and that she 
taught us our lessons to help to build a chapel for the 
sisters at Baigtz, before she reached the place where 
we were sitting. 

She kissed me as usual, on both cheeks, and while 
my head was in her comette I almost prayed that she . 
might not kiss Hector. I knew by instinct that he 
would not like it But she did She makes a rule of 
kissing every one who is connected, however distantly, 
with the family ; and Hector bore it very well. He 
came out from under her comette a little red, and his 
hair ruffled by the mistake he had made of trying to 
kiss the wrong side of her face, for which he had re- 
ceived a blow from the front of the comette going in 
the opposite direction ; but he made no sign of object- 
ing to the salute. If she had let him alone then all 
might 3ret have been well. 

She began to ask him questions. 

That was her way of making conversation, and she 
meant to be very kind, only in Hector's case it turned 
out badly. 
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Her first question was harmless enough : 

" Have you ever seen a sister of charity before, 
dressed like this ? " 

"No, madame." 

"Ahi my costume astonishes you, perhaps; but 
you must not think that we are scarecrows, we 
sisters of charity. We are only poor weak women 
who have devoted ourselves to good works. We 
serve the good God and pray to" — Soeur Am^lie 
said all this in a tone of the utmost good-humour, 
but here she suddenly stopped and asked somewhat 
seriously : " But perhaps you do not love our Holy 
Church?" 

Hector made no answer, and she repeated, " Your 
mother was a holy woman, have you been brought up 
in our religion ? " 

Hector looked as though he did not know what the 
religion of sisters of charity might be. 

" I don't exactly know," he answered, slowly. 

" In the Catholic religion," she explained. " Are 
you Catholic or Protestant ? " 

And he, standing politely hat in hand : " I think 
we had better ask my grandfather, madame. My 
aunts talk to me a great deal about religion, but \ 
never thought of asking them the name of their 
religion. Grandpapa will know." 

I think Soeur Am^lie was too much astonished to 
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be able to continue the conversation, for she changed 
it suddenly, saying in a cheerful voice : 

" And are you very glad to be here, my poor child, 
with the little cousin who loves you ? " 

And he, still standing with head uncovered : 

"I don't know yet, madame. I have only just 
arrived." 

" How, you don't know ? They have taught you 
already, at your age, to do without affection ? " 

This in a tone of the deepest commiseration. 

Hector looked puzzled, and not knowing what to 
say he tried to smile. I understood directly that Soeur 
Amflie was thinking of him as the unfortunate orphan 
cast out from a cold-hearted family, and I was sure 
from the two or three minutes I had been in the 
drawing-room that Hector's grandfather at least loved 
him. 

But I had too great a respect for Soeur Amelie to 
say anything then, and she continued, in a tone of 
curiosity : 

" It is nothing to you that your little cousin loves 
you ? " 

*^ She cannot love me yet, madame," with a smile 
no longer puzzled but amused. 

"Ah, you do not understand that. You do not 
love her, then ? " 

He made no answer, but stooped to brush some 
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twigs from his clothes. I cast an imploring glance at 
Soeur Amdlie, but she did not see it : she was intent 
upon Hector. 

"Say, then ! You do not love her?" 

An embarrassed pause, then Hector answered firmly: 
" No, madame ; " not adding a word of explanation, 
but reddening a little with discomfort at having to 
make the impolite speech. I felt for him with all my 
heart 

^* Oh ! ma Soeur," I. exclaimed ; " how can he love 
me yet, when he has only known me for an hour ? " 

But she, who was nodding her head slowly up and 
down as over a reprobate, replied with sudden ani- 
mation: 

" Nevertheless, you love him — You." 

It was quite true, and I was silenced, but not for 
that one bit convinced that Hector was hard-hearted. 
It was natural that I should love him — I had so few 
people to love. I had heard so much about him, and 
then he was to be the companion for whom I had 
longed. Whereas there was no reason for him to love 
me, he knew nothing at all about me ; and I liked him 
only the better for telling the truth. 

"Do you like France?" was Soeur Amelie's next 
question, and I found myself almost trembling for 
Hector, lest he should not like France, and be obliged 
to answer. No, to this question also. If he did I knew 
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Soeur Am^lie would be mortally offendedy for she 
thought France the most beautiful country in the 
world, and our Chalosse the most beautiful part of 
France. She prided herself specially upon this, be 
cause it was her birthplace ; and she had good ground, 
she always told us, for her opinion, having in her 
youth seen other countries and having never seen any 
to compare with the chalosse. I never knew what 
other countries she had seen ; when I asked her, she 
used to say that they were far away — too far for me 
to know anything about ; but every one round Salaret 
said that she had travelled, and we were all proud that 
she should still hold so good an opinion of our country. 
No one in the village would have dared in her presence 
to make a disparaging remark. 

Fortunately, Hector did like France, and he an- 
swered brightly, stretching his arm out towards the 
fields : 

"Yes, I like France, and I like that; it is a thou- 
sand times prettier than London. In London we 
have only houses and streets and parks and people 
everywhere. It is much cleverer, you know; but I 
like the country." 

"Ah, you prefer the country 1 And why so, if there 
is more cleverness in London ? " Soeur Am^lie was 
evidently a little .piqued at the implied imputation 
op country wits, and her voice took a sarcastic tone. 
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But Hector did not notice it, and answered quite 
innocently, " Oh, it is the people of course who are 
much cleverer in London ; and I don't like people — 
in the country you can be alone." 

His eyes fixed absently as he spoke on the horizon. 
He seemed to fancy himself alone already in the 
distant fields, and while Soeur Amdie raised her 
hands, murmuring in despair ; " But those instincts 
are the instincts of a savage " — the song of a rising 
skylark caught his ear, and he evidently did not 
hear what she said for pleasure in listening to the 
bird. 

There was no time for further conversation between 
them, for a moment later Grandmbre appeared at the 
house-door accompanied by Hector's relations, and 
Hector was called to say good-bye. 

I did not fancy Hector cared much for his aunts, 
though they seemed to speak kindly to him and kissed 
him affectionately before they got into the carriage. 
But I was more than ever certain, when I witnessed 
the parting between him and his grandfather, that he 
and the old man loved each other. The grey head 
Dent down till it almost touched Hector's bright 
golden hair. Hector's vigorous young arms were 
thrown round his grandfather's neck for one hearty 
hug, and if it hadn't been for all Grandm^re and Ma- 
delon said about the English never showing their 
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fieelings, I coald have ^iscied that the cjes of both 
weie moiSL That, hovever, vas onlj for a moment 
The next they were saying something veij dieerfiil to 
each other in English, vhich of cooise I did not 
understand. The old gentleman pulled some money 
out of his pocket, which he gave to HectcMr, then he 
got into the carriage : the footman banged the door ; 
and a few moments later the only sign oi their 
presence was om- little Hector whom they had left 
behind. 

**Wen, little lad,"* said Grandm^, patting her 
hand upon his head, '' youll be very unhappy for a 
while, but you must not be discouraged for that; 
you will become accustomed to us. Here is the 
little one all ready to adore you. As for me, I loved 
your mother, and her son at all events is at home 
here." 

Then Grandm^re and Sceur Am^ie went in to- 
gether. We heard the buzz of their talk for a long 
time through the window, and later, when I left 
Hector for a moment to go and get the key of the 
corn-bin from Grandmbre for the fowls' supper, I 
heard Grandmbre say in reply to some criticism oi 
Sceur Am^e's : 

" Ah bah ! he has a good face and a vigorous little 
body, and if he has his little individuality, let him 
keep it You are a saint, and you would like to 
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see us all conform to certain rules. I am only a 
simple country-woman, who has never stirred off her 
own land ; but I go by what I see, and in my expe- 
rience it is the individuals who achieve something, 
not the men whom Nature turns out like buttons^ by 
the gross.'* 



CHAPTER III. 

I WOKE next morninjwith the joyous thought that 
I had to show Hector our house; and I knew 
enough of him now to feel sure that he would like it. 
I slept in a little room inside Grandmbre's, and at five 
o'clock in the summer mornings Grandmbre used to 
open her windows and mine. At half-past five she 
used to dress, and before she went down, if I was not 
awake she used to wake me, and pour the cold water 
into my basin for me to wash. It was not summer 
yet, and the early morning hours were fresh and dark, 
so that though Grandm^re liked to be up herself, she 
used to let me lie in bed till half-past six. But this 
morning I had no desire to lie in bed. I was up and 
dressed before half-past six ; and when I found Grand- 
m^re in the kitchen blowing the red embers under a 
saucepan of steaming milk, my inquiry whether Hector 
was to be called met with the answer I had hoped for. 
" Yes, yes ; go and wake him up." 
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I xan npstaiis eager to see him again, but when 
after knocking twice I sofUy opened his door, I saw 
only the bedclothes thrown back from the empty bed, 
and a little night-shirt lying on the floor : Hector 
himself was gone. 

" Well," grumbled Madelon, when I returned to the 
kitchen, '* up to what time would you like him to stay 
in bed ? I called him at five o'clock. I don't suppose 
he is to be more coddled than you. He seemed to 
like his bed, allez. He was well wrapped up in yoiu: 
new qmlt." 

*' It is a good bed, I sorted all the feathers of it my- 
self,'' said Grandmbre. '' It was perhaps a little hard 
for the b^inning, Madelon, to bring him out of it so 
early." 

"Bah; he has a firm body. He can bear some 
hardships," said Madelon; and I without any more 
words slipped away to try and find Hector. 

He was nowhere in the house. I could not find 
him in the garden or the farmyard, and after awhile I 
set off to seek for him down the lane. I had not far 
to go, for at the forge I found him watching the smith 
light his fire, and chatting at the door with a girl from 
one of the mdtairies, who was on her way up to fetch 
the milk. 

He seemed to have known her all his life, he had 
so much to say to her; and when I came up I found 
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he was telling her about the furnaces he had seen in a 
great arsenal somewhere in England. 

I liked to hear about it, and the smith came to listen 
too when he had finished lighting his fire. 

" Ha, it is interesting that ; the little lad knows how 
to speak," he said, as Hector went on to describe the 
wonders of the great arsenal 

" That's what people' achieve by joining together. 
Now, here am I with good strong arms." He rolled 
his shirt-sleeves higher as he spoke, and looked down 
with pride on his well-developed muscles. " Yes, and 
delicate fingers too, for all that regards smith's work. 
And there is Esquebesse the keeper, with head enough 
for four. He lends me his ideas, he explains to me 
what he wants. I lend him my hands, I do for him 
what he explains, and crack ! a machine is made. He 
snares his foxes and his weasels. I send my little 
bill to M. le Comte. The partridges thrive. I have a 
few firancs to rattle in my pocket, every one is satisfied ; 
and there we are friends, M. le Comte and Esquebesse 
and I." 

Esquebesse had come up the road with his dogs 
while the blacksmith was talking, and it was to him 
that the latter part of the speech was addressed. They 
were a contrast to each other, those two men. Esque- 
besse fair and slight, with shoulders stooping a litde 
forward under his weather-stained brown velveteen 
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jacket; Pierre, short and black and square, with knotted 
muscles standing out on his bare arms and throat, and 
a brawny chest exposed by the loose shirt he always 
wore. And yet they were the greatest friends. It was 
well known that Esquebesse seldom failed to look in 
at the forge twice and three times a week, and Pierre 
used to walk over from Marie les Bains as regularly as 
Sunday came round to smoke a pipe with Esquebesse 
in his lodge, at M. le Comte's gate. 

Esquebesse smiled in his quiet way at Pierre's notion 
of admitting M. le Comte as a third into their friendship. 

" You're right, Pierre," he said, " those who don't 
serve one another are apt to hate each other, and 
hatred is useless friction ; it is as bad for the country 
as rust for the machine. If there is anything which 
will hinder our old France from working now, it is the 
hatred of classes." 

"Lk bas, in your arsenal they kept their machines 
bright ? " asked Pierre. 

"Oh yes," said Hector, "they couldn't have any 
rust there," and he began to describe the workshops, 
full of flashing steel and whirring leather-bands, wheels 
going round, pistons working up and down, men and 
boys, hot, dirty, concentrated upon their work, feeding 
the powerful, precise, indifferent machines with the 
materials which passed through them from one stage 
to another of perfection. 
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''That's fine, that," said Pierre, nodding at Esque- 
besse. '* And yet to say that it takes all that to main- 
tain an army." 

''Oh, he's a famous monster, the army, and eats 
easily not only all that, but all the best blood of a 
nation into the bargain. In this countiy," Esquebesse 
said with a smile to Hector, '' we keep a pet dragon 
who gobbles up all our young men. We r^ret them 
It is true, but then he swells himself out and we are 
proud of the size of our dragon. We pat his sides 
perpetually, and from time to time we make him take 
a great breath that we may see how big he is." 

'* And when he has arrived at maturity we use him 
to eat up the dragons of other nations, or too unhappily, 
to be eaten up himself; and it is very fine that," said 
a new voice, somewhat bitterly, behind Esquebesse. 

It was young Georges of the farm of St Loubouet, 
dressed in his soldier's uniform, and so much improved 
in appearance since he went away more than three 
years before to be a soldier, that I scarcely recognized 
him. 

But Irma recognized him well enough, for she 
blushed very red under her capeline, and said at once, 
just as though we did not all know now why she had 
been dawdling at the forge that morning : 

" Allons, good day, M. Esquebesse, I must be going 
on to fetch my milk." 
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Everyone knew round Salaret that Georges was 
Irma's lover. His father held a little farm just on the 
other side of Grandmbre's estate to the farm held by 
Irma's father, and there was only Georges and his 
sister to divide the inheritance. Irma was one of a 
big family. Georges had made love to her all his life, 
and though there was no engagement between them, 
her parents had been glad to promise that if Georges 
came back of the same mind after he had served his 
time with the army, they would give their consent to 
an engagement then. 

Some said now that the parents were sorry they had 
given any promise, for Irma was very young at that 
time, and she had grown up since so pretty that she 
might have been married many times over. But she 
had no wish herself to marry any one but Georges. 
She said she would rather wait for him. 

I had often heard Sceur Am^ie and Grandmfere 
talking about it, and I had never seen any lovers to- 
gether in my life before, so I looked with all my eyes 
as Irma moved across the road with her white woollen 
capeline falling back and her curly dark hair shining 
in the sun, and Georges said something to her in a 
low voice which brought the colour suddenly back to 
her open countenance. 

"There are two," said Esquebesse with a smile, 
" who think like you, Pierre, that union is strength." 

D 
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''Ah! I would be glad to see that union. He comes 
back, poor lad, because he has heard rumours at 
Montfort, and he is uneasy. But he has no need, 
allez ; she is safe, that one. I have known her from 
the cradle, and it is not every woman that I would 
have encouraged the boy to stake his happiness 
upon." 

" But they say the other is rich, and that he is in 
love, the great idiot. And the parents would sell their 
souls for a thousand francs apiece." 

" Ah bah ! union is strength, and I will wager that 
for all her air of reserve, those two will find means 
of laying their heads together before he goes back to 
his regiment to-morrow." 

" Those two " were separating now, and Irma called 
to us, " You are coming, children ? " So we heard no 
more, but trotted up the lane with her, leaving Georges 
behind in chat with his uncle the blacksmith. 

In the kitchen, Grandmbre was beginning to wonder 
what had become of us, but the milk was only just 
ready. As we appeared in the doorway, Grandmbre 
set the big saucepan on the plate which awaited it at 
one end of the kitchen-table, and while Madelon 
served Irma with the fresh milk she had com6 to fetch, 
Grandmbre cut us each a great slice of com bread, and 
filled our bowls with the hot yellow milk. When there 
were visitors at Salaret we always had coffee. No one 




HECTOR. 35 



knew how to make it better than Grandm^re; but 
when we were alone Grandmfere neither took it herself 
nor gave it to any of us. Hot milk and com bread 
were good enough, she said, for country folk; and 
Madelon and Jean had their breakfast from the same 
loaf and saucepan that furnished ours. 

I was afraid Hector might not like such simple fare, 
but he broke his bread into his milk just as I did 
mine, and ate it as though he had never eaten any- 
thing else all his life. The only part of our breakfast 
which he seemed to notice was the pleasure of being 
allowed to sit and eat it on the doorstep looking out 
over the farmyard where the cocks and hens were 
already picking up their breakfast, and the wet straw 
glistened in the light of the newly risen sun. I always 
ate my breakfast on the doorstep in the summer, 
and Hector thought as I did that the bread 
and milk tasted much nicer there than in the smoky 
kitchen. 

" Ah ! how hungry I am," he said as he put his 
bowl back empty on the table. 

" You are hungry,** said Grandm^re ; " then begin 
again and let us see what effect that will have." 
Which he did, to his own great satisfaction and 
Grandm^e's. 

" Madelon, you were right to wake him up at five 
o'clock," she said. 
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" As if I didn't know it," repUed Madelon. " That's 
not the body of a sluggard." And by that I under- 
stood that in spite of her sharp ways Madelon was 
going to love him too. 

Grandmbre liked no one to be idle, and after break- 
fast I always helped a little in the housework ; so I 
presently lost sight of Hector, and when Soeur Am^lie 
came at nine o'clock, he was not at first to be found. 

''I am not astonished," she said to Grandm^re. 
*' I greatly fear that it is a little savage whom they 
have sent you ; and we shall have much difficulty in 
instructing him in anything good." 

" Go and look for him, Z^lie, go and look for him," 
was Grandmfere's only answer. "And don't come 
back to say you can't find him. It is ridiculous in 
this little house." 

It occurred to me after awhile to look in the draw- 
ing-room — a room we never entered ourselves imless 
we had visitors — ^and there, at last, I found him. He 
had opened one of the shutters, and the light thus 
admitted fell upon an old bookcase, at the foot of 
which he sat upon the floor reading so intently that he 
did not notice mv entrance. 

"Soeur Am^lie is here, Hector," I said. "Will you 
come ? " 

He paid no attention, but as I knew he must have 
heard me, I contented myself with looking over his 
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shoulder while I waited. The book seemed to me 
very stupid. It was a shabby little volume bound in 
worm-eaten leather, and the yellow pages were stained 
with damp. I could not understand what Hector was 
reading about ; it was apparently a machine, and the 
title written at the top of the page, *Aviceptologie 
Fran9aise,' left me as much as ever in the dark. I did 
not know what Aviceptologie meant, and I soon grew 
impatient 

"Hector, Soeur Am^lie does not like to be kept 
waiting. Will you come ? " 

"Eh, what! What do you say? Soeur Am^lie? 
Look h^e, Zdie. Didn't you say yesterday that there 
were plenty of woodpeckers about here ? " 

"Yes, lots; we will go out in the woods after 
dinner, but come along with me now. And, Hector, 
you mustn't open the drawing-room shutters again 
without Grandm^re's leave; the sun spoils the 
furniture." 

" And larks, Zdie ? Didn't you say there were larks 
too?* 

" Yes." 

" Well, look here. Do you think we could find a 
peach-stone, or an old leg of mutton bone anywhere ? " 

"Hector!" I exclaimed, in imploring tones, "be 
good ! I dare say we shall have stewed peaches for 
dinner to-day, because it is Friday, and then you can 
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have a stone. But come now, Soeur Amelie will be so 
vexed if you delay." 

"Soeur Amdie! Eh, why! Is she here? What 
does she want? Of course 111 go. Where is she?" 

It was the first time in my life that I had ever been 
late for lessons. My books stood on a little shelf in 
the dining-room, and when I saw Soeur Am^e's cor- 
nette coming up the lane, it had always been my 
habit to run and set chairs for her and me, and put 
my books upon the table. I never missed her, for 
from our door we could see a long way over the 
country, and her white headdress was so conspicuous 
in the morning sun, that one of us was sure to note 
her coming on the high road long before she turned 
into our lane. 

I was tiierefore already fluttered this morning when 
lessons began, and soon I found that the interest I 
took in Hector's proceedings was stronger than my 
best resolutions. I could concentrate my mind on 
no work of my own. Soeur Amdie wished to find out 
what Hector knew. Could he read ? 

" Yes, a little." 

"Could he write?" 

" Very badly." 

" Did he like arithmetic ? " 

"No, he hated it" 

"Was he good at geography?" 
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" He had never learnt any." 

" Had he studied well UHistoire Sainte ? " 

"He had never heard the phrase before, and did 
not know what it meant; but he supposed all history 
was holy because it was the account of the world 
growing better, and made you see how, in spite of 
tyrants, it was worth while to be good." 

He had been answering listlessly before ; his face 
flashed now into interest, and he was going to say 
more when Sceur Amelie interrupted him : 

** It is evident that you understand little of the true 
tendencies of history, and what I am asking you about 
now is Scripture history. You have heard the Bible 
spoken of, no doubt. Well, the Bible is not a book 
to put into the hands of children, but all that is 
necessary for them to know is told in UHistoire 
Sainte, in a purified language, which presents no 
stumbling-blocks to the understanding. If you have 
never studied it, we must begin at once, for you have 
at your age much lost time to repair. With politics 
and worldly history we need not concern ourselves." 

"How funny! Yes, I suppose it wasn't called 
politics in those days when the Israelites asked for 
a king, and were told that they ought not to want 
one." 

Soeur Amelie looked surprised, and I thought a 
little annoyed. " I don't know where you have picked 
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up your information/' she said, " but you have under- 
stood badly ; such a thing never happened, the good 
God has been always on the side of kings ; it is only 
the irreligous who disregard their divine right, and would 
do away if they could with everything that is divine." 

Hector did not seem to think she was in earnest, 
for he laughed good-humouredly, and then saying, 
"It is quite clear, Fll show it to you; I remember 
exactly where it is ; " he disappeared suddenly from 
the room. He returned almost immediately, with a 
small closely-printed book in his hand. " There it is, 
you see ; just read that bit, about the great wickedness 
they did in the sight of the Lord in asking for them- 
selves a king." 

" It is in English," Soeur Amdie said, putting the 
book from her with an air of reproof, "and I don't 
read English." 

" Oh, well, may Z^lie run and fetch a French Bible, 
and I'll show it to you in that. They are very nearly 
the same, I have often compared them." 

"What? What do you say? Is that a Bible?" 
exclaimed Soeur Amelie, suddenly taking up the book 
with interest. " And you have read it ? " 

"Yes, I have only read it all through once, but I 
am going through it again now, and of course I know 
a good many of the Psalms by heart, and parts of the 
Gospels and Epistles, and a good many chapters out 



V 



HECTOR, \\ 



of Isaiah and Jeremiah, and some of Deuteronomy 
and Leviticus. I used not to care a bit for Deutero- 
nomy and Leviticus till Grandpapa taught me Egyp- 
tian and Babylonian history ; and then it became so 
interesting, you know, to trace the effects of the 
Egyptians on the Jews, and of the Jews again upon 
the Babylonians, that I learnt a good many of the 
Jewish laws by heart. Have you ever read the 
Apocrypha ? That's very interesting too." 

Sceur Am^lie- looked at him while he made this 
unusually long speech, just as she might have looked 
at some curious animal in the Jardin des Plantes. 
She was too much astonished to interrupt him, but as 
he ended her indignation broke forth : 

" No, indeed, at my age even I have never permitted 
myself to read it ; and while you are here, Hector, you 
shall not read it either. It is an unheard-of presump- 
tion for a child like you to venture to read words, 
which are often more than the very wisest can under- 
stand. You are perhaps too young to know, my poor 
child, what dangers you have run, but here we will 
protect you against the snares of the evil one. I will 
take this book and put it in a place of safety ; when- 
ever you return to England it shall be given to you 
again. If, as we all hope, that time may be far distant, 
your mind will be perhaps better prepared to receive 
its mysteries." 
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She said the last words very kindly^ and aossed 
herself with fervour as she slipped the book into her 
pocket. 

Hector did not attempt to rescue his book, bat 
stood and gazed at her for a moment with a puzzled 
expression in his eyes. 

"What did you say your religion was?" he asked 
as he sat down again quietly in his place beside me. 

" The Catholic religion," she replied 

" Oh ! then my aunts must be Protestants." 

On this first day Soeur Am^ie seemed to thbk it 
would be well to examine him no further, and after his 
display of unexpected knowledge she gave him a piece 
of geography and Histoire Sainte to learn by heart, and 
turned her attention to me. 

I suppose I was very trying that morning, for I could 
not think of anything but Hector ; and Soeur Amdlie 
was more irritable than I had ever known her. Les- 
sons ended for me in tears, for Hector in nothing at 
all, for when Soeur Amdie turned to him at the last 
moment to hear his repetition he did not know on^B 
word of the lessons she had set him. He had been 
thinking of something else, probably, the whole time. 
He wrinkled his brow, and looked vainly round the 
room for inspiration. Nothing came ; Soeur Amdlie 
sat and waited with the book in her hand. On his 
side only the blankest silence. 
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At last she threw the book down in vexation. "I 
should not have wished to give punishments on 
Hector's first day," she said, " but that sum that Z^lie 
is crying over must be done and these lessons learnt 
before I come to-morrow. We shall not advance 
much, Hector, if this is the way you work." 

Madelon's shrill voice from the kitchen — " Hd ! ma 
Soeur, Pierre is harnessing. Make haste ! " cut short 
any more of the reproaches she might with justice have 
addressed to us, for Pierre the blacksmith used always 
to give her a lift back to the convent as he drove into 
St. Marie les Bains to dine with his old mother, and 
she could not keep him waiting at the comer of the 
lane. " Allons, don't cry, Z^lie ; do your sum now at 
once before dinner, and be better children to-morrow." 
She kissed us then both before she went, and a minute 
after we saw the wings of her comette flapping as she 
ran down the lane in the sun. 

I thought Hector would have said something about 
her taking his book and being disagreeable; and I 
meant to defend her, because, though she was a little 
cross sometimes, she was always kind at heart, and I 
felt ashamed now she was gone of having been so silly 
and naughty. 

But the instant she was out of the room Hector 
seemed to forget all about her, and his first question 
was, — 
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" Do you really think we shall have stewed peaches 
for dinner, Z^lie ? It isn't the time of year for peaches 
now, is it ? " 

" No, but Grandmere puts them away in tins when 
they are plentiful, and we often do have them on 
Fridays. Are you very fond of peaches ? " I asked, 
wondering a little at what seemed like greediness. 

" I don't mind about the peaches one way or the 
other, but I want the stones. You see this man says," 
and he put up on the table the little brown book he had 
been reading in the morning, " that, with a peach 
stone properly cleaned out, and filed and pierced at 
both sides, you can make a call perfectly resembling 
the cries of larks. Of course I can make one with a 
mutton-bone and a little wax, but I think the peach- 
stone would be the nicest and the easiest too. And 
look here, Z^lie, I have been drawing on my slate all 
the figures I could remember of the implements a 
bird-catcher needs. Just you take the book now, and 
see if I describe them rightly." 

His slate was covered with little pictures of knives, 
, bill-hooks, awls, odd sorts of whistles, things that looked 
like quivers full of arrows, and various other tools which 
» had no meaning at all for me, till I saw that in the book 
he had put into my hands there was a number of old 
plates which corresponded with his drawings, and were 
accompanied by full and minute descriptions of the 
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construction and uses of the implements they repre- 
sented. Then he began to describe to me how the 
things were made, and what they were for, while I kept 
the book open to see if he remembered rightly. He 
explained to me that the word Aviceptologie meant 
the science of catching birds, and even in the short 
time he had had for reading, he had found out so 
much about the habits of our native birds, and the way 
to call them and the way to catch them, and how to 
make the different tools he needed, that I was quite 
fascinated by hearing him repeat it all; and we were 
both still leaning over his slate when Madelon came in 
to set the table for dinner. 

" Ha, we are beginning to love our lessons, are we ? " 
she remarked, with a sharp glance at the disorder of 
the table. " Formerly the table used to be clear when 
I came to set the places. It is very good to be studious, 
but it is good also not to neglect our common duties." 
I blushed to think how little I merited the praise 
bestowed upon my diligence. My sum was still un- 
finished, Hector's lessons were unlearnt ; but we had 
to put our books away, for Madelon's movements were 
very prompt, and a few moments later the steaming 
soup-tureen set down before Grandmbre*s place, served 
as a signal that dinner was ready. 



CHAPTER IV. 

« 

HECTOR got his peach-stones at dinner, but 
after dinner Grandmbre sent us to wipe apples 
up in the fruit-loft, so we did not immediately put 
them to any use. Grandm^e told us that -we might 
have the two best apples we could find in each shelf 
we wiped, and as the shelves were large, and we were 
both fond of apples, we worked for a long time up 
stairs. We had fairly earned at last three apples each, 
and were bringing them down in glee to eat with our 
goiiter out of doors, when I perceived that the door 
leading to the granaries was open, and I took Hector 
in to show him the part of the house which I liked 
best of all. The dwelling-house at Salaret was built 
at one end of the farmyard, at the other end was the 
great storehouse for the wine and the room with the 
presses and wine tanks, all idle and dusty now, but 
full of life and activity in the autumn, when the sun 
had coaxed the bare brown vines into fruit; along 
one side of the yard, connecting the dwelling-house 
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with the wine-rooms, ran a succession of necessary 
outhouses, cowhouse, dairy, laundry, stables, wood- 
house, and above them, for the whole length of the 
yard, ran the granaries and hay-lofts. Grandmbre 
was very proud of her granaries ; and well she might 
be, for to this day, old as she is, she looks after her 
metayers so well, that there is hardly a landowner in 
the country who has finer harvests than she. She has 
only to look at a field and she knows within a bushel 
or two how much com ought to come to her out of 
it; she knows how many quarts of wine to expect 
from every vineyard, and she insists upon full measure ; 
yet she is so just, and in her own way generous, to the 
metayers that they never have cause for complaint. I 
think they respect her all the more because she will 
not allow them to cheat her, and they know she is 
never hard in cases of real distress. I have often 
known her, when there was occasion, give up her 
share of the produce from a poor m^tairie, and not 
only feed the family through the winter, but give them 
their seed com in the spring. " When God is wielding 
the scourge," she used to say, "we must help each 
other to bear His blows with patience." No one who 
serves Grandmbre would dare to bring her a non- 
sensical tale ; but there is not one of her metayers 
who does not feel in his heart that he has a friend up 
at SalareL 
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• 

The granaries were not at their best on the day 
Hector first saw them, for we had sold a great deal of 
corn that winter. After the harvest they were always 
piled from floor to roof, leaving only a path for the 
labourers to pass up the middle. But Hector had 
never seen them like that, and he admired them 
to my heart's content just as they were. Men 
were at work in the middle room, giving out sacks 
through the shoot to load a bullock cart, which was 
drawn up in the yard below. In the first rooms as we 
entered there was no light but that which came from 
the tiled roof overhead, and the soft broken rays fell 
pleasantly on the different heaps of grain. The rye, 
the golden maize, the more sober-coloured wheat, 
the glistening oats, were all equally beautiful, in my 
eyes, and I pointed them out with pride to Hector. 
He had never seen anything at all like it before, he 
said, and his joy at jumping head foremost into the 
thrashed corn, at swinging in the thrashing machine, 
rolling on the silky yellow maize leaves we found piled 
in another room ; burying me and himself in the 
white husks from which the grain had been beaten 
out, was a revelation of future delight to me. I had 
never done any of those things, because I had never 
had any one to do them with ; but now I enjoyed it 
as much as Hector did, and our laughter rang from 
room to room. Grandmbre came up to see how the 
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men were getting on with the lading, and when she 

saw my cheeks flushed and my hair full of bits of 

straw, instead of being vexed, as I was half afraid she 

might be, she patted my head and said : " That's 

right, Hector; give her some exercise and make a 

child of her again. She is so sober and staid, that I 

was beginning to think they had cheated me with a 

grandchild as old as myself." 

Hector was likely, indeed, to give me plenty of 
exercise. He was tumbling head over heels down a 
heap of maize leaves, when all his peach-stones fell 
out of his pocket and rattled about the floor. 

" But, yes, Z^lie, I had forgotten ! The wood 
peckers ! " he exclaimed, as he picked them up. 
" You promised to take me to the woods after dinner. 
And where are our apples ? I think I must eat them 
now ; I am so awfully hungry again." 

This last was in rather a lower and somewhat apo- 
logetic tone ; but Grandmfere heard it from the room 
where she was busy. 

" Go and get some goCiter from Madelon," she called 
out. "And then you need not come up again. I 
shall be locking the doors in a minute or two." 

I was hungry too, to-day, as I never used to be 
before Hector came, and we accepted most gratefully 
the bread and garlic Madelon gave us at the kitchen 
door. Then Hector proposed that we should take it 

£ 
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to eat in the woods where the woodpeckers were ; and 
staying our appetites as we went with an apple apiece^ 
we started for our first walk together. 

As we went down the lane. Hector pulled his 
peach-stones out of his pocket and began to explain 
to me how he intended to make his whistles ; but the 
operation turned out to be less simple than he had 
thought, for at the very beginning we were puzzled by 
the necessity for piercing them before we could get at 
the kernel to scrape it out. Hector was very anxious 
to make them at once, in order to try their effect down 
in the woods ; but it was only the more tantalising as 
we looked at the beautifully marked impenetrable 
shell to reflect how quickly and easily the nut inside 
could be disposed of if we once succeeded in making 
the holes we wanted. Hector had the book in his 
pocket, and produced it. There was a little engraving 
of the peach-stone as it ought to be pierced on both 
sides, with a hole about the size of a small lentil 
There were instructions on the opposite page to pierce 
it, and scrape it out, and* we were told that its good- 
ness consisted in the clear full note it gave. But 
before that clear full note could be heard we had to 
find means of boring the crisp, close-grained wood. 

" It's no use going any farther," Hector said, " till 
I try if th^ small blade of my knife will do it." 

So we sat down on the mound at the bottom of the 
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lane, and our half-eaten apples rolled unheeded into 
the dust, while we concentrated all our energy and 
attention upon Hector's operation with the knife. 
But it was very slow and not satisfactory ; sometimes 
the steel seemed to make no impression on the wood, 
sometimes chips of peach-stone broke off in unex-» 
pected places; and when I compared the jagged, 
untidy scraping with the neat holes in the picture, I 
felt sure that no clear full note would ever come out 
of our peach-stone. 

Then at last, as I had been expecting all along, the 
knife slipped, and the stone Hector held was in an 
instant covered with blood from his left hand. I 
screamed in dismay, and without stopping his work, 
he looked up at me with a curious smile. 

" What a regular little French girl you are," he said, 
" to scream at the sight of a little blood ! What does 
it matter so long as we get the holes made ? " 

" I don't know what you mean," I replied, indig- 
nantly, " by a regular little French girl. French girls 
are not cowards only," and I found my voice quivering 
a little, though I did not want it to ; "I thought you 
had hurt yourself." 

**Go on with this," he said, "while I twist my 
handkerchief round the cut." 

He put the knife and the blood-stained peach-stone 
into my hand. It made rae feel sick to touch it, and 
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I suppose I was really in heart a coward, for my hands 
shook with the terror I felt lest the knife should slip 
again. But I would not have refused for all the 
world. I was determined he should not think through 
me that French girls were cowards. I grasped the 
peach-stone as tight as my trembling fingers would 
hold it, and with an inward prayer to St Joseph to 
watch the knife, I began in my turn to scrape. 

I was rewarded. I had no sooner begun than 
Hector very gently took the knife and peach-stone 
from me. 

" That'll do," he said, " the knife might slip again, 
and I only wanted to see if you were really brave, or 
if you were boasting, like most girls. Perhaps I'd 
scream if you were cut; it is always worse seeing 
things done to other people." I laughed at the 
thought of him screaming, but I saw as I looked up 
that he had turned very pale. 

" Does it hurt much ? " I ventured anxiously, for 
the cut was a deep one. 

" No, not a bit. It is only the sight of blood always 
makes me feel rather sick. That's why I go on 
looking at it. It is so silly to mind those things." 

He had not, however, an opportunity for looking at 
it much longer, for Georges of Saint-Loubouet came 
out of the forge at that moment, and seeing the stained 
handkerchief which Hector had unwound again from 
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his hand, he came and asked us what was the matter. 
We explained what we had been trying to do, and he 
solved our difficulty for us in a minute. 

"Bind up your hand," he said to Hector, "and 
come along in here. My uncle is the man you 
want." 

" Blow your fire," he continued good-naturedly to his 
uncle as we passed into the forge, " I have brought you 
a big job now. Here are two children who want to 
pierce two peach-stones. They began cleverly enough 
by piercing themselves, but they forgot to swallow the 
peach-stones first, so they are obliged now to have re- 
course to you." 

" Let us see — ^let us see," said Pierre, working his 
bellows. And in five minutes more Hector's peach- 
stones were all laid on the anvil, where a red-hot nail 
worked by a master hand soon made in them the 
holes we needed. 

Georges left the forge as soon as he had put us in 
his uncle's hands, but Pierre listened good-naturedly to 
all Hector had to say about the uses to which he in- 
tended to put his peach-stones, and looked at the en- 
graving in order to make our holes of the exact size; 

** Tiens ! " he said. " What one learns by being 
able to read. Read me a bit now that I may see how 
they say it in the book." 

Hector read aloud as he was asked ; and I wondered 
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what he meant by saying to Soeur Amdlie that he could 
only read a little. He read beautifully, far, far bettei 
than I, and, I thought, than Soeur Amdie either. 

" That's fine that ! " said the smith ; " Ah, Esque- 
besse is the man for you. He'd like to see that book 
too, and he'll tell you all about birds. He knows 
their haunts for twenty miles round. Good- day, M. 
Baptiste ! " 

The burly form of Baptiste the miller filled the 
doorway. He wanted his horse shod, and Pierre had 
to attend to him at once. He was one of Grandmbre's 
well-to-do tenants. They said in the neighbourhood 
that, besides his mill, he had saved at least four 
hundred pounds, with which he had bought railway 
shares ; and though his family had not held the mill 
for anything like the number of generations that 
Georges' family, for instance, had held the Saint- 
Loubouet farm, he was not a new-comer, and he was 
treated with consideration in the country. He was 
past forty now, but he was not married, and a single 
life seemed to agree with him. His round, red, fat 
face beamed prosperously above his blouse, and his 
comfortable proportions and well-kept clothes spoke 
of no stint or mismanagement at home. " They told 
me your nephew Georges was here," we heard him say 
as Pierre bent over the horse's hoof. 

" He is out," Pierre answered shortly. 
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" Where has he gone ? " 

** As if I knew ! Gone up to pay his respects to 
Madame Loustanofif very likely. He will be back 

« 

with me at six o'clock." 

This last was with a good-humoured, open air, but 
as he came into the forge to fetch some nails, Pierre 
said to us in a low quick voice, " You are going down 
to the woods over there?" 

" Yes." 

" Then, if you see Georges, tell him the miller is 
here inquiring for him. You won't forget ? " 

Without giving us time to answer he went back to 
the shoeing of the miller's horse, but though we did 
not understand why, we saw very well that he did not 
wish our mission to be mentioned before the miller. 
We therefore said no more about it as we followed him 
out of the forge. Only as we stood for a moment to 
watch the shoeing, Hector asked how much there was 
to pay for our peach-stones. 

"How much money have you?" asked Pierre, 
laughing. 

** I have plenty of money," said Hector, putting his 
hand in his pocket and pulling out three gold Napo- 
leons, "but that hasn't anything to do, has it, with 
what you ought to make me pay ? " 

" It has generally a good deal to do with what 1 
make my customers pay. But keep your money, my 
child, I don't want any." 
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"That is not the way to do business," said the 
miDer, as he puffed his cigarette ; " I don't approve 
of those generosities — I don't say in this case. What 
you have done is no doubt a small thing, and then it 
is for Madame LoustanofT; but, as a rule, those who 
can't pay for things should not want them, and you 
ruin yourself in working for paupers." 

" I am not as rich as you, M. Baptiste, but I am rich 
enough ; and, be easy, I'll make you pay, at all events, 
for the work I do for you." 

We all laughed at the fervour of Pierre's assurance, 
and Hector said : 

" You'd better let me pay too, for I'm sure only to 
lose my money ; I nearly always do." 

" Nonsense," said Pierre. " There's nothing for you 
to pay. But that's a lot of money for you to carry loose 
in your pocket. You ought to give it to some one 
to keep." 

"Well, then," said Hector, "will you keep it for 
me ? Grandpapa gave it to me when he was going 
away, and I'm certain to lose it unless some one takes 
care of it." 

"And what tells you that I am honest?" asked 
Pierre. " You have only known me since this morning." 

Hector paused a moment and considered deeply. 

" I think it's because you seem to care more about 
other people than about yourself," he said then, " and 
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if you care more about them you can't want to take 
their things." 

" And I know you are honest," I said, " because I 
have known you all my life." 

"AUons, 111 take your money," said Pierre, "and 
keep it at all events till you come back this evening. 
It would be a pity to lose it down in those woods. 
And now be off; you haven't a moment to spare if you 
want to catch any birds before dark to-night." 



CHAPTER Y. 

T T 7'E were soon down in the woods, and once 
V V there, the interest of eating our goiter and of 
scraping out our peach-stones as a preliminary to pro- 
ducing the promised clear, full note which was to de- 
lude the larks, so absorbed us that we thought no 
more of Pierre or the miller, or the message given us 
for Georges. We did not find the kernels of the stones 
very easy to scrape out with a bent pin, which was the 
only instrument we possessed small enough to pene- 
trate to the innermost corners of the nutshell; but with 
patience we succeeded at last, and then we sat on the 
stump of an old chestnut-tree and whistled till our 
cheeks aohed with blowing and our sides with laughter. 
I need not say that our notes were not in the least 
like the notes of larks. If they were clear and full, that 
virtue was due to the healthy state of our own lungs and 
throats ; the peach-stones counted for very little in the 
sounds which we produced. But when we had 
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laughed our fill, and I had grown tired of trying to 
whistle, Hector became serious, and pulling the 
"Aviceptologie" out of his pocket, applied himself in 
earnest to learn the lark-call. The book gave exact 
directions about the management of the breath and 
the manner in which the whistle should be held ; and 
after a time, whilst I amused myself looking through 
the plates and asking quiestions which remained all 
unanswered. Hector, with reiterated endeavours, suc- 
ceeded in drawing a note from the peach-stone itself. 

His face flushed with pleasure. " It's not a good 
note, and it's not much like a lark's cry," he said, "but 
it is a note made with the peach- stone. Listen ! when 
I whistle without the stone the sound i» quite dif- 
ferent" 

It was true ; and his perseverance had roused my 
lisdessness into renewed interest. I did not attempt 
to produce the sound myself, but I made him try it 
again and again, till he was quite sure of it, and we 
were both of opinion that it really was growing clear 
and full. 

" Now," he said, " the thing to do is to find out 
where some larks live, that we may come and listen to 
them every day and try to imitate their sounds. They 
might very likely be building now ; the end of March 
and April is their time, and the young birds won't be 
out till May ; so we should have good opportunities." 
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"How did you find out so much about birds, 
Hector ? " I asked. " Did your grandfather teach you 
that too ? " 

" Hush ! No. You can learn anything you like, 
when you know how to read. Don't chatter, I want 
to listen." 

It was late now in the afternoon. The sun was so 
low that the shadows of the trees crossed each other 
in long-drawn perspective over the patches of shining 
white and mauve anemones and green tufts of daffodil 
spikes which broke the russet of last year's fallen 
leaves, and the wood was alive with the cries of little 
birds going to roost. Sweet and harsh, clear and 
muffled, Idw and shrill, they answered each other 
across the hollow, till we could have believed that 
every bud and branch Mad its voice and that the trees 
were singing in chorus. 

In such a confused medley of sound, I could not 
have distinguished any special note with the least hope 
of following it up ; but after listening attentively for a 
few moments, Hector made me a sign to follow him, 
and began to steal away on tiptoe over the leaves. At 
last, I too fancied I heard amongst the other sounds 
a low sweet note down in the hollow, which was re- 
peated from time to time ; and stopping occasionally 
to listen, we made our way down into the thicker part 
of the wood where the path wound through it to the 
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village. As we reached the place whence we thought 
the bird's song proceeded, the sound ceased; but 
Hector stopped by a spreading daphne-bush and 
whispered : 

"It was a woodlark, and I'm sure it came from 
somewhere near here ; but perhaps it won't sing while 
it sees us. Let us get under this bush and wait." 

" Serpents ! " I whispered in an agony as I saw him 
lifting the low boughs of the daphne ; but his only 
answer as he slid underneath the glossy screen was an 
indifferent " Don't come." 

He did not take the trouble to look at me, but I 
fancied the expression of his face the same as when he 
had called me "a regular little French girl;" and 
after a moment of desperate struggle with myself I 
stooped and whispered, "Is there room enough for 
me, Hector?" 

" Plenty," he answered ; and I wriggled in beside 
him. 

" Plenty of room for you, and a few serpents too," 
he said. But this time he spoke kindly, and though I 
shook with fear I felt quite happy. 

Finding that I remained unbitten, I became con- 
vinced after a few moments that we had intruded upon 
no serpent's nest, and as Hector curled himself round 
on one side of the daphne-stem, breaking off a few 
small branches to make room for his head, I followed 
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his example on the other side, till we were soon estab- 
lished in the greatest comfort like two little tailors 
under a tent. Hector had his peach-stone ready, and 
we listened in silence for the lark. We waited very 
patiently, but it did not sing again; and presently, 
instead of the notes of the lark, we heard the sound 
of steps approaching ; and human voices, speaking 
low, came to us through the trees. 

" Because, listen to me, Irma," a voice was saying, 
which we recognized directly as that of Georges. ** It 
is that I have loved you so long I can't get over the 
habit now, and if you play me false, I must go away 
and begin a new life. I shall care no more for Saint- 
Loubouet, if all its fields are to remind me of you 
when you are married to some one else. If I cannot 
share my little comforts with you, it is no use to me 
that I am my father's only son. I shall only be sorry 
that he must be left childless and desolate in his old 
age; for you know me, Irma; you have known me 
since I was a little boy, and you know I am too fiery 
to live here if you marry any other man than me. It 
would be stronger than I. I will volunteer wrhen my 
time is up for an African regiment, and perhaps out 
there, with the sea between us, I shall manage to for- 
get you.** 

" But no, Georges," Irma said. " It will not be I 
who will send you over the sea.*' 
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" They're making love ! " Hector whispered to me 
with excitement quite as great as my own ; and with- 
out the least thought of our indiscretion, we put our 
two heads together and peeped through an opening in 
the daphne-leaves as silently and cautiously as if we 
had been watching the proceedings of the woodlark 
itsel£ They were walking down the path together. 
Irma had her distaff in her belt, and she was spinning 
as she went ; but she did not seem to me to be think- 
ing much of the evenness of her thread. Her cheeks 
were flushed, and her dark eyelashes wet with unusual 
tears. Georges' face was turned towards her. He 
seemed to be very much in earnest. 

"I tell you all that, Irma," he said, "just that you 
may know. For when I was away at Montfort and I 
heard rumours, I lay awake thinking, and I thought 
it's a long time since she has seen me, and perhaps 
she thinks I am forgetting her, and that it will make 
no difference ; and then I thought to myself, it is only 
fair to let her know the difference it will make ; for I 
know you have a good heart, Irma, and you love my 
father, and you promised to be a daughter to him. 
Then, if you marry some one else, you rob him of 
both his children. And you who have known him all 
your life, you know it would break his heart for the 
land to go after him to some other than me. We have 
held that land of the Loustanoffs now, from father to 
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son, near four hundred years. I love the land too, 
Irma. It is there I was bom; it is near there my 
mother is buried. I had always hoped to live there 
with you, and that the old man would see our little 
ones about him there before he died. And when I 
was lying awake thinking at Montfort, I thought, she 
has a good heart ; she would not work this ruin if she 
knew the difference it would make. I can't impose 
upon you to make you think me better than I am, for 
you have known me all my life. I don't know how to 
speak well, Irma, and I know I am not much myself 
for you to be faithful to ; but it is, do you see, that you 
promised the old man to be his daughter, and that it 
would make such a difference." 

He stopped nearly opposite the daphne-bush, seem- 
ing to entreat an answer, and she put her hand out to 
him and said, as she looked up with the colour mount- 
ing in her cheeks : 

"You are much to me, Georges. It is not be- 
cause I have promised the old man, but because I 
have promised you yourself that I will be faithful to 
you." 

Georges squeezed the little brown hand she gave 
him. 

" Ah ! Irma," he said, " if you knew the good it 
does me to hear you. You don't understand that, 
you, but when a man is far away and he lies there 
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thinking, and they have told him how all the men at 
home, cleverer and richer than he, are trying to get 
his sweetheart, and he thinks how he is stupid and 
plain, with nothing to recommend him, and that she is 
growing prettier and prettier every day, — then it is like 
a great sickness here to think she will not stick to him. 
And when I come home to find you remember still. 
Ah ! it makes a baby of me." He dashed his hand 
across his eyes, and then they walked on again side 
by side. 

The next thing we heard was Irma*s voice : 

" I only say to you what I say to every one. I will 
never marry any other man but you unless I am forced 
into it against my will.*' 

" Unless you are forced into it ! How can they 
force you if you choose to say No ? " 

" Ah ! Georges, you know we must obey our parents, 
and they make my life hard, allez, because I have 
waited for you. But they gave their promise them- 
selves to wait till your time was up, and I will hold 
out till then." 

*' It will not be long now, only ten months more ; 
and I shall be here in the autumn with the soldiers." 

" You will not fail, Georges ? " 

" Fail ! how should I fail? The whole of the i8th 
Corps will move, and the manoeuvres are to extend 
over this very ground. It will be hard indeed if we 
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don't meet. Who knows but I may be quartered in 
your very house ! " 

" It is my father who will be pleased in that case. 
He who loves soldiers so much ! '* They both laughed 
aloud a merry, light-hearted laugh. 

" It is all one," said Georges, " I don*t love them 
myself much more than he, and he will like me again 
when he sees you at St. Loubouet" 

"But, Georges, if you were kept at Montfort?" 

" I shall not be kept at Montfort. My Colonel is 
kind to me; he knows that my home is here, and 
only yesterday he told me to tell my parents I should 
see them again in the autumn." 

" I know you are his orderly, and he favours you — 
your father told me that ; but if he were to keep you 
with him at Montfort? It is that, Georges, I shall 
want you in the autumn. The busy season will be 
here soon, and there will be no more question of 
marriages now till the harvests are over; but I will 
speak fiankly to you; you know how it is at the 
Saint-Martin. They ask my father, and it is not easy 
to say No when every one is against you. And then — 
and then they say you have your cousin at Montfort, 
and that you go to see her every Sunday; and they 
laugh at me to wait for a man who does not think of 
me. And I do not believe a word of it, but it vexes 
me to hear her spoken of so much." 
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"Ha I they tell you that, do they? Well, it is true 
that I spend part of every Sunday with my uncle, and 
I see Marie there when I go. But it is not true that 
I think once of her in the week between whiles, and 
if you like better, Irma, for me to stay in barracks on 
Sunday afternoons, I will stay in barracks/' 

"N09 Georges, I am not so selfish ; and, besides, I 
trust you. But you will not fail me when the soldiers 
come." 

" Listen, Irma ! " They stood still again. Georges 
raised his head, and then we heard the woodlark's cry. 
**You know that call well. One day, when the 
soldiers are here, you will be spinning in the porch, 
and you will hear it three times, thus." 

We listened, and heard the woodlark call its mate, 
as Georges said, three times before we fully under- 
stood. Then, as it dawned upon Hector that Georges 
was the lark we had been tracking, he shook so with 
suppressed chuckling, that I was afraid the rustling of 
the branches would betray our presence. I suppose, 
however, that Georges was thinking only of Irma, and 
Irma only of Georges, for they paid no attention 
though the daphne-leaves shook under their ver}' eyes. 

"And when you hear it," Georges continued, "you 
will come down spinning into the wood, where you 
will not be long alone." 

My position under the daphne-bush was becom- 
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ing intolerably uncomfortable. In kneeling up to 
peep at the two lovers I had put myself into a strained 
attitude, which forced me to throw nearly all my 
weight upon a branch, on which my right hand rested. 
My arm and back were aching, my head was twisted, 
some twigs upon which I knelt were pressing most 
painfully into my knee. I felt that in another moment 
I must move, cost what it would, when suddenly the 
branch upon which I was leaning gave way, and crash 
through the lower twigs I went to the ground. 
Hector's hand griping my frock firmly at the waist, 
alone prevented me from rolling ignominiously out at 
the feet of Georges and Irma. Hurt as I was, I had 
the presence of mind to stifle the exclamation whfch 
rose to my lips, and while Georges and Irma, startled 
at the extraordinary and unexpected sound, looked, 
fortunately for us, in- every direction but the right one 
first, Hector and I lay trembling, we scarcely knew 
whether most with laughter or most with fear, upon 
the ground. 

Had they stayed five minutes, longer they must 
have discovered. us, but Irma was frightened by the 
noise ; and though Georges assured her it was but a 
squirrel, or perhaps a weasel chasing a rabbit through 
the bushes, she said that it was time for her to be 
going home. The sun was low, and her father would 
be angry if she were seen out in the dusk. 
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" But, Georges, listen no more to what they say at 
Montfort. I will wait for you, and, if anything should 
keep you in the autumn, you will write to your uncle, 
and he will let me know." 

•* I will not fail," said Georges. " I will write to my 
uncle Pierre, and as he cannot read, it is you whom 
he will ask to read his letter to him. I will arrange 
all that ; but he is sharp, Toncle Pierre, he needs no 
telling." 

They were walking away while they spoke, and now 
they turned a comer which took them out of our sight. 
In an instant Hector and I were out of our hiding- 
place. 

" I would like to know how long he took to learn 
that lark-call," said Hector ; ** let*s see if it was like 
this." Hector made a call as he spoke upon his 
peach-stone ; but my mind was too full of Irma and 
Georges to listen. 

" I wonder if Pierre's message had anythiog to do 
■with that^^ I said, nodding my head after the two 
lovers, and full of importance at the thought that we 
were being used perhaps in such great matters. 

" He said we were to be sure and not forget. Let 
tis run across and give it to them before they get up 
on the high-road. They will never guess that we 
come from here." 



CHAPTER VI. 

A CIRCUIT through the woods brought us in a 
minute or two face to face with Georges and 
Irma. The consciousness of our knowledge caused 
us to blush guiltily as we delivered our message, but I 
could see by the effect it had upon them that we were 
right to have carried out Pierre's instructions. They 
both looked embarrassed, and when Irma said — " Then 
I won't go on with you, Georges/' he made no attempt 
to persuade her. 

I was so fascinated by my interest in these real 
living lovers, that I would have stood there open- 
mouthed to stare at them as long as they remained 
together, if Hector had not pulled my dress and 
walked on himself in leisurely fashion down the path. 

"What were you staying there to look at them 
for ? " he said. " They couldn't say good-bye while 
you were there." 

" Why not ? " I asked, innocently. 
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" Because Georges must go down on his knees to 
kiss her hand, or they must fall into each other's 
armS; or something like that ; lovers always do when 
they bid each other good-bye, and they couldn't, you 
know, while you stood staring at them." 

" How do you know lovers always do that ? " 

"Oh, because I hav« read about them in the 
library at home, lots of them, and they always do. At 
least, I don't know though ; perhaps it is only gentle- 
men lovers. Sir Charles Grandison and the lovers I 
have rcad about are all gentlemen, and I don't be- 
lieve Georges is such a fool." 

This though seemed rather to relieve Hector's 
mind, and he said, after a minute's reflection, " When 
I marry, I don't intend to marry a lady." 

" Why not ? " 

" Because a girl like Irma is much better. Ladies 
scream and wring their fair white hands, and think it 
is grand to pretend they don't care about you a bit 
when you're making love to them. Now, Irma was 
nice and kind to Georges, and then she went on 
spinning all the time, and that's so much more useful. 
Ladies can read and write a little more than Irma, but 
they don't know anything much, and they can't do any 
woi^, and I don't see the good of having a wife unless 
she can be of some use to you." 

Hector," I said, as we approached the edge of the 
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wood, ^' what funny books you seem to have read — the 
Bible and love stories and Babylonian histary." But 
my remarks on Hector's reading were cut short by the 
whining voice of a tramp whom I had noticed hanging 
about the forge when we were there. 

'* Could the little gentleman give him a sou?* he 
asked ; he was hungry, and he had walked a long way. 

Hector thrust his hand into his pocket, but pulled 
it out empty. 

" I forgot," he said, " of course I gave all my money 
to the blacksmith to keep ; what a pity. No, I have 
nothing for you." 

" Yes, thaf s it We have gold pieces for ourselves 
and nothing at all for the starving,'' replied the man, 
with sudden change of voice and an evil look. " You 
think, perhaps, that I am going to believe what you 
like to say to me, but I am not such a fool." As he 
spoke he suddenly approached and seized Hector by 
the collar. " Now then, what have you in the bottom 
of your pockets ? " 

Hector's answer was two swift blows, one after the 
other as fast and as hard as he could hit, straight up 
into the man's face. He was a great lusty fellow, 
about three times as big as Hector, and when I saw 
the wicked angry light that flashed into his eyes as he 
raised his stick, I was so terrified that the shriek I 
uttered must have been heard up at Salaret. 
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Down came the stick. If it had struck Hector as 
he intended, there would have been no need for 
another blow ; but Hector had slipped in some won- 
derful way between his legs. The force with which he 
had struck only served to make the man lose his 
balance, and before he had recovered himself, the 
hand of Pierre the blacksmith was on his collar, his 
stick' had been wrested from him, and with all the 
strength and adroitness of a right arm accustomed to 
use the hammer, Pierre was belabouring him with 
blows. I could not bear to see it, even though the 
man had struck Hector. " Enough, Pierre," I im- 
plored, " enough, you will kill him ! " But Pierre 
paid no attention to me, and I hid my face in my 
hands to shut out the horrible sight 

" Let me alone for hitting. I am not a blacksmith 
for nothing, and I know how to regulate my blows. He 
has had his lesson good, he*ll remember it too, allez, 
for some time to come, but there's not a bone in his 
body broken. Thatll teach you to come prowling in 
our woods, and to make attempts to rob children who 
can't defend themselves. I heard every word that 
passed, you villain ; and if ever I catch you off the 
high-road in Madame Loustanoffs land again, you will 
receive the like at my hands." Pierre's voice warned 
me that the chastisement was over, and I looked up 
to see the unfortunate beggar sitting on the ground 
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while Pierre stood over him stick in hand, but as cool 
as if he had just beaten out a horse-shoe on his own 
anvil. Esquebesse had sauntered up with his two 
dogs, and was calmly smoking over the scene. Hector 
alone seemed as much moved as I ; with a face as 
white as marble and eyes strangely bright, he stood 
with his hands in his pockets, gazing at Pierre. I 
could see that he had not missed one detail The 
corners of his mouth were drooping, but if the face 
was as white, it was as firm as marble too. I wondered 
what he thought of it all. He did not speaL 

" You hit hard, Pierre," said Esquebesse. 

" I was right," said Pierre. " Empty your pockets ! ' 
The tramp obeyed without a word. I was surprised 
to see him so submissive. In one pocket, besides his 
knife, there was a heavy bundle which clanked as he 
threw it out. In obedience to a gesture from Pierre 
he unfastened the knotted corners, and displayed a 
heap of half-pence which must have been worth several 
francs. From his other trousers pocket he pulled a 
folded newspaper, and as he turned the pocket inside 
out he tried to slip up his sleeve some silver and a ten- 
franc piece which Pierre's quick eyes instantly dis- 
covered. In his blouse, a flask and a half-eaten roll 
with a good slice of ham between its crusts, had been 
thrust out of sight, beneath his dirty handkerchief. 

We children looked on stupefied. 
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"You see/' Pierre said to Esquebesse, "he is 
a vicious rogue. He is not poor, he is not hungry, 
and he would have used violence to steal from these 
children. I am for justice, and where there is crime 
I would have chastisement. It is that/' and he pointed 
to the wretched creature on the ground, " which is the 
ruin of us honest people. He will not work, but he 
must eat fine bread and ham, and there are thou- 
sands like him. They agitate the country, and we 
honest people dare not move, for we know well that 
filth is there at the bottom, asking nothing better 
than to disseminate itself if it is stirred.'* 

Esquebesse took his pipe out of his mouth and 
slowly puffed away a mouthful of smoke. " You are 
right," he said; "it is they who ruin us. Who ruins 
them?" 

Pierre looked at him for a moment in silemce, and 
then turned to the tramp. 

" Where do you come from ? " he asked. 

" From Tarbes." 

"Before that?" 

" From Bayonne." 

" You were bom in the South ? " 

" No, I am a Parisian ; " and the man looked up 
for the first time with something like a gleam of 
pride. 

" A famous Parisian 1 What are your parents ? " 
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Is that your business ? It is nothing to you who 
are my parents." 

" Answer," said Pierre. 

" I know nothing of them. I have been told that I 
was bom at the factory." 

Esquebesse had talcen up the newspaper and was 
looking at it. 

" Yes," he said, " that's it, bom in the factory, of 
unknown parents ; and afterwards they are nourished 
with stuff like this." He read aloud as he spoke from 
the newspaper : 

" 'The people is above the law, it is for the people 
now to efface with its broad foot the law which it has 
written in the sand.' And those are not the words of 
an obscure newspaper writer ; they are words spoken 
out in the daylight before all France by a man who 
aspires to the position of a leader. 

" Ah ! we want leaders. We are like sheep without 
any shepherds. Is it astonishing that wolves slip in 
amongst us? In England,"— and he turned to Hector,*— 
" the old aristocracy have not abandoned the people 
so, they have kept their rightful place ; they work for 
the people and with the people ; they are the leaders ; 
they employ their leisure in gaining knowledge, and 
their knowledge is at the service of the country. 
When I was young, I went to England with M. le 
Comte, and I saw your aristocracy. You have your 
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share of young idlers and dandies^ but it is not they, 
with all their glitter, who uphold your nobility. You 
have still in your great English families gentlemen who 
would hold themselves disgraced if they did not work 
harder for their country than any of the labourers they 
daily see work for themselves. This is what I under- 
stand by a true aristocrat, and that is how your 
country is kept straight. Each class does its own 
work. Those who have instruction lead, those who 
know little follow. We have made noble efforts, we 
French people, but here, now for more than a hundred 
years, our aristocracy has failed us. We, who know 
nothing, have been forced to put ourselves forward. 
Ambition was soon mixed in it, and what has been 
the result ? — convulsion after convulsion — hope lifting 
the nation, and then despair. It is for those whose 
fortune and position is assured to stand in the front. 
They can disengage their mind from the thought of re- 
ward. But when the personal ends to be gained are too 
great, who can say that his eyes would not be dazzled 
by the flash of vainglory, nor his hand turned aside to 
grasp power for himself?" 

Esquebesse replaced his pipe in his niouth, and 
drew from it a long whiff of smoke. The man at his 
feet sat without attempting to rise, or to collect the 
contents of his pockets, which lay scattered on the 
dead leaves round him. Dirty, unshaven, ragged, the 
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top of his head bald, and the long hair around falling 
over his ears and the collar of his coat, he seemed to 
wait, with eyes cast down, the further pleasure of his 
captors. I was glad he did not raise his eyes, for I 
was so full of curiosity I could not help looking at 
him, and I dreaded at the same time to see that wicked 
expression again. 

Esquebesse seemed to take no more account of his 
presence than if he had been a dead rabbit or a weasel. 
" I never see an idle rogue like that,*' he said, " without 
thinking of the idle gentlemen who have abdicated 
their rights. There are some who would say it does 
not concern me, but as one gets old, tranquilly in the 
depths of one's woods the mind has leisure to occupy 
itself with many things ; and you, my little gentleman, 
it concerns you. Look well at that man. Fix him in 
your memory as he is there, with his money and his 
white bread, and his newspaper which bids him efface 
the law, for such as you see him, with his attempt to 
steal on his conscience, he represents crime. It is 
perhaps the first time you have seen it, and you don't 
understand much of these things yet, but keep it in 
your mind. There is matter there for plenty of useful 
reflection." 

Hector's eyes had been fixed on Esquebesse while 
he spoke. He looked down now as though literally 
obeying the keeper's directions. I looked down too 
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at the man sitting, as I have described, on the leaves, 
with rounded back and downcast impenetrable face. 
In the midst of the silence, not knowing that we were 
all watching him, the man raised his head a little and 
flashed a glance at Pierre. It was as though he had 
suddenly opened to us the wickedness of his soul ; his 
eyes were so keen, so cunning, and so malevolent that 
they seemed to bring you face to face with hate and 
revenge and cruelty. I shuddered from head to foot 
as I met them. He perceived that we were all looking 
at him. Instantly the eyelids dropped again, and the 
face was but a stolid mask once more ; but as I looked 
over at Hector I could see by his strange, interested, 
horror-stricken expression that he too had caught the 
glance, and that he felt crime was terrible. 

" Allons ! " said Pierre, " enough has been said. It 
matters little to me where evil comes from or where it 
goes. I thrash it when I catch it under my hand, and 
that is what I counsel all honest folk to do. Get up 
now," he added to the tramp, " and since I have given 
you the occasion to use it, I will give you also a little 
oil to rub yourself with before you go any further. 
Pick up your money. None of us would soil our fingers 
with stolen coin." 

The man seemed stiff and sore, but we stood fasci- 
nated and watched till every coin was picked up, and 
his knife and his roll and his newspaper replaced in 
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the pockets from which they had come. Then as he 
turned to follow Pierre and Esquebesse to the foige we 
sped up the darkening lane, I at all events seized with 
sudden fear, and not daring to look behind me till I 
reached the shelter of the porch. From there, as I 
glanced round, I saw the figures of three men dark 
against the red lights of the forge, and Georges inside 
quietly lighting his pipe with a glowing cinder. But I 
had no desire to watch them farther; I was too glad 
to run down the passage and find myself in our own 
safe kitchen, where Madelon was busy with her sauce- 
pans and Jean was washing his hands at the sink in 
preparation for his supper. 



CHAPTER VII. 

GRANDMERE sat in the dining-room knitting by 
the little fire, which we still enjoyed in these 
chilly spring evenings. The door was open between 
the dining-room and the kitchen, so she called to us 
when she heard our voices, and we went in and told 
our story. Madelon came in too to lay the cloth for 
supper, and her indignation was great at the recitaL 
What excited her most was that our beggar should 
have had white bread to eat 

"Ah ! the villain," she said, "yes, that's how it is; 
we honest people work and deny ourselves, and think 
com bread good enough for every day, and the rascals 
who are not worth feeding live on the fat of the land. 
Ah tenez, they speak much of Providence; if I had 
the arranging of things, it would not be the good-for- 
nothings who should eat white bread." 

But Grandmfere put on her spectacles and looked 
sharply through them at Madelon. 
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" That's well," she said, " that's very well ; that's the 
way we should speak before children ! Fi done, made- 
moiselle, I should have thought you had more good 
sense." 

Madelon was close upon forty at this time, but she 
had lived with us already for twenty years, and when 
Grandm^re was vexed she always spoke to her as 
though she were still a little girl. On this occasion 
Madelon said no more, but began to wind up the 
lamp on the sideboard, and Grandm^re continued to U3 : 

" Did that man seem happy to you with his white 
bread and his smoked ham ? " 

'* Oh, no 1 " we both cried at once. 

" If you had each a piece of corn bread and garlic 
to go and eat in the woods, would you not have been 
far happier than he?" 

We thought of how we had enjoyed ourselves down 
in the woods that very afternoon, and we told of the 
fun that we had had. 

"And the reason of that difference," Grandmbre 
pursued, " is that you are innocent, and he is guilty. 
For remember well this, children, that he who aban- 
dons his duty is not only wicked, he is a very great 
fool, for he abandons happiness too. With innocence 
the simplest life is happy. As soon as you begin to do 
evil, all the splendours in the world leave you mise" 
rable. The ways of Providence are inscrutable. We 
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<io not understand them all, but there is no need that 
we should ; for nobody that I know of has ever asked 
us to do the work of Providence. A few ignorant 
people who imagine themselves capable oi under- 
standing everything,"' Grandm^re raised her voice 
with some asperity, "will tell you that they could 
arrange the world much better ; but that only proves 
that they have as little faith as they have good sense. 
I tell you that we see here below a very little piece at 
a time of the great scheme, and that one must be mad 
to attempt to judge that of which we hardly know the 
ABC. During my long life I have seen that the 
dishonest are unhappy, while the honest and indus- 
trious, and those who know that they must not 
meddle with what they do not understand, are 
happy. And that seems to me enough for reasonable 
people." 

Madelon knew as well as we did that the last part 
of Grandm^re's speech was intended for her, and we 
heard her muttering in the kitchen as she carried the 
lamp away to light, but she did not dare for the 
moment to make any more remarks. 

Grandm^re's supper was very simple : in winter a 
dish of vegetables with a piece of bread comprised 
her whole bill of fare, and in summer a salad, a pear, 
or a bunch of grapes replaced the hot dish of vege- 
tables. For me there was always a boiled tgg^ and 
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how can I describe the lively pleasure I felt when this 
evening after the lamp had been put in the middle of 
the round table, and the dish of haricots set as usual 
before Grandmbre, Madelon brought in two boiled 
eggs upon a plate instead of the one which I had been 
accustomed to for years. It seems a little thing to 
take pleasure from, but of all the happy sensations 
of that day none stays with me more vividly than 
the joy I felt when Madelon brought in our two 
eggs and I realized afresh that I had a companion 
now in supper and in everything. 

"Monsieur the scoundrel sups no doubt on par- 
tridges," Madelon remarked audibly to Jean as she 
served the remainder of the haricots for their supper 
in the kitchen; and I thought in my heart that 
Grandmbre was right ; no matter what he had, I felt 
sure he was not as happy as I while I ate my egg 
slowly, looking at Hector. 

" Yes,'* Grandmbre said, when supper was finished, 
and Madelon had cleared the table, "Esquebesse says 
truly ; it is with idleness that crime begins ; therefore 
Z^ie, since you have amused yourself all day, you will 
fetch your thimble now, and help me to make blue 
pinafores for Hector. His fine clothes will soon be 
spoilt in running over the country with you; also, 
such a dress is not suitable. And you," she said, 
turning to Hector, " you must be usefiil too. If you 
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know how to read, you shall read me my newspaper 
while I work." 

I had been surprised to see Grandm^re produce her 
work-basket after supper, for as long as I could re- 
member it had been her custom to devote the evening 
hour to her newspaper. The only sounds ever to be 
heard in the dining-room during that hour were the 
ticking of the great clock in the corner, and the 
occasional rustle^ of the newspaper ; varied in winter 
by the tapping of the evergreens upon the window- 
pane, and in summer by the evening songs of the 
birds outside in the orchard; and I had been ac- 
customed whenever I wanted conversation to carry 
my spinning into the kitchen, and sit there by the 
hearth, or on the doorstep, according to season^ 
chatting with Madelon while she went about her 
work. It had never occurred to me that Grandm^re 
could give that hour up, and to see her change the 
habit of so many years in order to work for Hector 
made me realize how kind and good she was. I was 
therefore doubly glad that she told Hector to read to 
her — glad for Grandm^re's sake that she should not 
altogether miss the newspaper she enjoyed, and glad 
and proud that she should hear how beautifully Hec- 
tor could read. 

I had a little chair of my own, upon which I always 
sat ; but there was no little chair for Hector ; so he 
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got into Bonpapa's rush-bottomed armchair, which had 
stood empty for years beside the fire-place. It was 
too high for his feet to touch the ground, and sitting 
there opposite to Grandm^re with his legs crossed and 
one heel resting for support on the rung of the chair, 
he gravely read us out the news of the day. 

I have the blue pinafores still which Grandmbre and 
I made that spring for Hector. They are shabby and 
faded now ; but I never see them lying in a comer of 
the cupboard where I keep my linen without thinking 
of those quiet evenings, with the fire of vine branches 
crackling on the hearth and Hector's voice musical in 
the 'silence, while we plied our needles through the 
dark-blue stuff. 

I understood very little that first evening of what 
Hector read. It was chiefly about the army and the 
length of time that men should serve. But he seemed 
soon to become interested, and he began to ask Grand- 
m^re questions, which she answered as gravely as if he 
had been a man of her own age. She told him about 
our conscription for the army, which they do not have 
in England. He hardly would believe at first that all 
our young men had to go, when they were twenty-one,, 
and draw lots to be soldiers or to stay at home. 
Grandmbre told him how few escape by drawing good 
lots; and she described to him the scene in the 
market-place the day Georges of St. Loubouet went to 
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draw. The groups dressed in their Sunday clothes, 
standing about talking to keep up their spirits before 
their boys went in to draw ; the anxious mothers and 
fathers standing in couples by the door of the mairie 
while their sons' fate was being decided within ; the 
eager looks cast at the lot stuck in each lad's hat as 
he came out ; the cries of joy when it was good, the 
starting tears, the silent hand-shake, the despairing 
pallor, when it was bad. " Ah," she said, " it would 
have needed a heart of stone to see old Jeanti stand 
there waiting when Georges' turn came, and not to 
have been touched by it His wife was not dead 
then, but ill in bed at home, and he stood alone close 
by the door of the mairie. When I saw him he was 
leaning on his stick holding his cap in his hand and 
the wind was blowing his white hair. 

" ' I am saying a little prayer,' he said to me, ' while 
the lad draws. For if this turns badly, I doubt much 
it will kill the wife.' 

"I joined him and made also my prayer that 
Georges might succeed. But it was no use. After a 
few minutes the boy came out, and I could see the 
fatal lot even before he reached the door. 

** Jeanti recognized his son as soon as I did, but in 
his trembling eagerness he did not perceive the lot. 

" ' How has it gone, Georges ? I don't see clearly.' 

" Georges himself was as white as a ghost. ' No 
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luck, father ; I must go.' And the old man put his 
cap upon his head and said only — * God's will be done.' 

" He was not mistaken, it killed the boy's mother ; 
Georges hadn't been gone three weeks when she was in 
her grave. Ah ! that conscription, it is the scourge of 
the country. It takes all our best young men." 

" It's not just," Hector said. " In England no one 
could take them and send them against their will 
to fight." 

** Oh, for that, yes," said Grandm^re. " So long as 
the country wants them, it is just that they go. But 
it is war which is sad, and the passions of men which 
make war necessary. If Germany is to burst in upon 
us again, we must be ready to thrust her back, 
and who so fit to defend us as our sons. There is no 
help for it, we must give them ; but it is hard for the 
fathers and mothers." 

Then she began to describe to Hector the hard- 
ships of a soldier's daily life, the fatiguing sentry work, 
the evil-smelling barracks, the scanty food, the want of 
money, the separation from all they loved; till he 
said in his thoughtful way — 

" It seems to me that to be a good Frenchman you 
must be a hero." 

"Yes," said Grandmere, "and as all the world has 
not heroic blood, it happens that we see sometimes 
very bad Frenchmen like your tramp of to-day." 
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Hector finished the newspaper, and then at about 
half-past eight Grandm^re sent us to bed. I only lay 
awake long enough to hear her locking the doors 
downstairs, and the dogs baying in the yard as 
Madelon let them loose for the night Then with the 
happy feeling that we were well protected against 
foreign enemies and tramps and miseries of all kind, I 
fell asleep to dream of Hector and birds'-nests and the 
bright spring woods. 



CHAPTER VIIL 

HECTOR'S first thought in the morning was of 
birds again. He was out in the woods before 
sunrise to hear them wake. I could not go with him, 
for Grandmbre told me to watch the milk while it 
boiled; but when breakfast was ready, I heard the 
welcome sound of his peach whistle in the lane, and 
looking out I saw him sauntering along with Esque- 
besse. They stopped under the elder-trees, and while 
Esquebesse took the peach-stone in his own hands to 
examine. Hector pulled the "Aviceptologie" from his 
pocket and pointed out a passage. One of the dogs, 
hoping perhaps for something better than books, 
poked his nose into the gaping pocket, but neither 
Hector nor the keeper paid any attention to him. 

Esquebesse took the volume and read what Hector 
had pointed out, while Hector gazed up anxiously in 
his face. Then the volume was returned. Esquebesse 
nodded in confirmation of what he had read, and 
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Stretched his hand in the direction of Cassagne. They 
were talking, Hector still with eager upturned face, 
not heeding in the least where he went, when they 
reached the gate and Grandm^re came into the porch. 

" Good morning, M. Esquebesse. I see with plea- 
sure that the little lad chooses his friends well. But 
if he is as hungry as he was yesterday, he would do well 
not to accompany you just now, for his breakfast waits 
in there ; and then later the Sister will come for the 
schooling. Duty must pass before everything." 

" Very certainly, madame. I am not taking him 
away, I am bringing him back. I also have my duties 
to attend to for the moment. But I shall have oc- 
casion soon to visit the woods out beyond Cassagne, 
and if you permit it I will take him with me when I 
go. It seems he has an ambition to become a bird- 
catcher." 

The woods beyond Cassagne ! It meant the whole 
afternoon away from me unless M. Esquebesse would 
take me too. I dared not ask, but I suppose my face 
betrayed my thought, for at that moment his eyes 
lighted upon me, and he added, good-naturedly, " And 
the little one shall come too if she likes." 

"With you, M. Esquebesse, they are in good 
hands ; you will take them where you like. Once 
their duties are attended to they are free. But you 
must not put yourself out for them." 
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" No danger, madame, no danger ; you know that 
I like children. Come then, after dinner," he added, 
to Hector, " to my house, and we will see what we 
can do. Z^lie knows the- way. Good-morning, 
Madame LoustanofF." He whistled to his dogs and 
passed on down the lane, while we went in to break- 
fast, in the kitchen, full of delight. 

Our delight was changed to sorrow and humiliation 
when Soeur Am61ie came ; for then, and only then, did 
we remember the sum and the lessons which were to 
have been done for her. 

She was, of cour$e, very angry ; most deservedly so 
with me, for the ways of the house were not new to 
me, and I had no excuse for having forgotten. I felt 
exceedingly penitent, and would have tried hard to do 
a double number of sums that morning to atone for 
my fault ; but Soeur Am^lie had so much to say about 
our naughty behaviour, that there was no time to 
prove our sorrow by our acts. Hector did not even 
seem to feel sorry. He sat perfectly silent under the 
reproaches which were addressed to him, flushing a 
little at first when Soeur Am^lie spoke of the bad end 
to which the idle and disobedient were sure to come ; 
but afterwards, while she expatiated upon the theme, 
I could see that his thoughts were far away. 

" Those who do not work should not eat. Do you 
suppose that a good dinner would be put upon this 



HECTOR. 93 



table at twelve o'clock to-day if others had not worked ? 
and can you reconcile it to your conscience ? " the 
Sister was saying, when Hector started from his chair, 
with a joyous light in his eyes, and cried out — 

"Why, Z^lie, if you were right about them, they 
might be hatched to-day. I quite forgot to look this 
morning.** 

He encountered as he started up Soeur Am^ie's 
astonished gaze, and suddenly remembered where he 
was. In an instant he had banished the joy from his 
eyes, and with what must, I am sure, have been a 
tremendous effort of politeness, he put on an ex- 
pression so miserably guilty that as he sat down again 
I found it impossible to help laughing. 

I knew how wrong it was of me, I felt horribly 
wicked ; but I could not help it, the laughter was out 
before I had had time to think. 

" Oh ! ma Sceur, I beg your pardon," I exclaimed ; 
" I know I should not have laughed, but Hector's face 
was so funny." 

My attempt at explanation was unfortunate; Soeur 
Am^lie would hear no more. 

" Funny ! " she exclaimed ; " you find his naughti- 
ness funny. Then it is time for your grandmother to 
let you hear what she thinks of such drollery. Madame 
Loustanoff," she called through the open door into the 
kitchen, " will you have the kindness to come and tell 
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these children what you think of their behaviour ? It 
seems that what I say is only laughable." 

Madelon called back from the sink, where she was 
scouring saucepans, that Madame LoustanofF was in 
the farm-yard; and I heard her shout through the 
window, in patois^ to Jean, that he was to find Madame 
Loustanoff and tell her that the Sister wanted her to 
come and make the children listen to reason. 

I sat horror-stricken. Such a thing had never hap- 
pened to me in my life before, as to have a formal 
complaint of my behaviour carried to Grandm^re; 
and the idea of bringing her in from her occupation 
on the farm only for the purpose of speaking to us 
seemed to me so monstrous, that I gazed at Hector 
in blank dismay, unable even to find words for a 
supplication. 

Hector also seemed to feel this. 

" It was not at you," he tried to explain, " that Z^lie 
was laughing.". 

But Soeur Am^lie had taken the strong measure, and 
was prepared to support it now with dignity. 

** Silence, sir," she said, " you will exculpate yourself 
to Madame LoustanofF." 

The blood rushed into his cheeks ; but he was silent, 
and then we all sat and waited for Grandm^re. 

She came at last in her short gray dress and sabots, 
with her large hat tied oyer her cap, and the bunch of 
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big keys in her hand. I could see by the firm set of 
her mouth and the brightness of her little dark eyes 
that she was not inclined to be trifled with. 

Soeur Amdie, rather whiter than usual for anger, 
poured out the story of our misbehaviour. We had 
begun, she said, with carelessness and inattention 
yesterday, we had gone on with idleness, and when 
she blamed us for leaving our tasks undone, we had 
laughed at her remonstrances. 

We sat with eyes fixed on Grandmfere while the 
Sister was speaking. Even to our own ears our con- 
duct, thus related, sounded indeed inexcusable, and I 
knew Grandm^re well enough to know that she would 
not think lightly of misbehaviour. 

" Hein ! they laughed at you, did they ? " she said, 
" that was pretty, very pretty." 

, " It was Z^lie alone who laughed," explained the 
Sister. 

** Oh, it was Z^lie alone who permitted herself that 
little diversion? And from whence do you take, 
mademoiselle, these airs of the town ? If it is from 
our little gentleman here, the sooner you are hu- 
miliated before him the better.. Pass me that 
distaff." 

My empty distaff stood in the corner of the dining- 
room leaning up against the wall. I fetched it as 
Grandm^re. desired. 
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" Stretch out your hand," she said. 

I stretched it out timidly in horrible fear of what 
was coming, and the next instant a smart blow upon 
the palm of my hand made my arm tingle to the 
shoulder. It was not the pain alone which made 
my cheeks bum, and the tears start suddenly from 
my eyes ; but the feeling of shame and humiliation 
which overcame me was hardly felt before Hector 
caused me to forget it; for no sooner was my 
hand withdrawn than he pulled his from his pocket 
and thrust it forward, saying — " It was as much my 
fault as hers. I made her laugh.'' 

Grandmfere looked at him sharply for an instant. 

" If your fault was the same you deserve the same 
punishment," she said ; and she brought the distaff 
down upon his hand with a blow every bit as hard as 
the one she had given me. Hector did not seem to 
like it any better than I did, and we both looked 
ruefully at our reddened palms, while Grandmfere 
proceeded — 

"And they have been idle? Well, there are not 
two words to say on the subject. You understand 
that at Salaret the idle do not eat white bread and 
smoked ham. It is a question of finishing before 
twelve all the lessons Soeur Amflie sets you, or 
Madelon lays but one plate on our dinner-table." 
With that she turned round and went away, and 



HECTOR. 97 



Hector and I sat down very quietly to our lessons. - 1 
found my slate-pencil hard to hold in my hot and sore 
right hand, and looking across the table I saw that 
Hector was in equal difficulty. He went on steadily, 
however, so I determined to go on steadily too, and for 
a time no sound was heard but the squeak of our pencils 
on the slates. Then Sceur Amdie went into the kitchen, 
and returning almost immediately with some vinegar 
in a cup, she tore her own handkerchief in half, and 
after soaking the two strips in vinegar she bound our 
hands for us, so deftly and comfortably, that in a few 
minutes the pain was almost gone. 

She did not say a word to us, and except for 
the "thank you" we each uttered in return for 
the binding of our hands, no one spoke till the 
lessons were all learned and the hour of repetitioa 
came. 

" Well ! " said Grandmfere, as she passed through 
the dining-room just before Soeur Am^lie went. ** Is 
the work done ? " 

" Oh yes, madame. Everything is finished. They 
have been very good, and I am sure they regret now 
that they were naughty." 

" So much the better," Grandmfere said. And with- 
out waiting for any assurance from us to that effect, 
she went on into the kitchen, where we heard her say- 
ing to Madelon : 

H 
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** You can lay the places as usual Every one has 
gained their dinner." 

" I had a great deal rather not have any dinner," 
Hector said, in a low voice to me, as having put our 
books away we went and stood aimlessly in the porch, 
where a row of pigeons sat cooing on the linteL 

«Whynot?"Iasked. 

" Because it seems as if I had worked to get dinner, 
and I didn't care one scrap for that." 

" But there's no shame in working for your dinner, 
is there?" 

** There's no shame for a labourer. Gentlemen are 
different." 

" And what difference do you find, my little gentle- 
man? " asked Grandmbre's voice sarcastic behind us. 

Hector flushed deeply at being overheard, and in- 
stead of answering looked away from Grandmbre out 
over the vineyards. 

" Voyons, explain yourself; show us the reason why 
the gentleman should not work for his dinner." 

I waited rather anxiously for Hector's answer, for 
Grandm^re had always taught me that it was silly 
pride to suppose there was any great difference between 
gentlemen and good labourers, and I was disappointed 
that Hector should have one petty thought. He 
seemed to have some little difficulty in explaining 
himself. He continued to gaze for a moment over the 
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fields, and then he said, with an evident eflfort, but 
quite clearly and steadily — 

** Gentlemen ought to work for something better 
than dinner. There is no shame for a poor man, be- 
cause if he didn't gain food he'd have to die. Gentle- 
men have everything they need, and they ought not to 
work for themselves at alL They ought to work for 
other people. It doesn't matter a bit to be hungry 
once in a way. I have tried going without my dinner 
and tea just to see." 

" So," said Grandm^re, and there was no sarcasm in 
her voice now, " your idea of the difference between a 
gentleman and a plebeian is that the gentleman works 
for others, and the plebeian for himself. Well, keep 
that idea, it will do you no harm if you act up to it. 
But," and the sharp look came into her eyes again, 
" just tell me this. If you didn't do your lessons for 
the sake of dinner, how does it happen that they have 
been all done since you understood that without lessons 
there was no dinner?" 

" It was not because of dinner. It was because I 
hate for her," and he nodded his head in the direction 
of Soeur Am^lie's departure, " to tell you that I am 
idle. I am not idle." There was a passionate note of 
disclaimer in his voice which seemed to please Grand- 
m^re, for she smiled and nodded her head as she 
replied — 
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** We shaU sec that-" 

Then she left us to go and see after the labourers, 
and Hector and I, being after all exceedinglj hungry, 
were attracted by the good smell of cabbage-soup to 
the kitchen, where, forgetting our troubles, we peeped 
into the saucepans and helped and hindered Madelon, 
till the welcome hour of noon brought Grandmere in 
again, and dinner. 

An hour latter, with the " Aviceptologie '' safely 
stowed in Hector's pocket and my knitting in my hand, 
we started to fulfil our appointment with flsquebesse. 
We had not far to go to reach his cottage, only about 
a kilometre up and down through the woods, and then 
along a bit of an old by-road bordered, as our lane was, 
with flowers. I remember well how it looked that day 
with the row of dark-green box-bushes, which separated 
it on one side from the wood, glittering in the sun- 
light behind the gorse and white thorn, and luxuriant 
patches of swift-growing periwinkle covering the hedge- 
row grass, and opening their blue blossoms boldly in 
the dust of the road. The wild strawberries were 
still in flower all along the ditch, and violets and 
cuckoo blossom and bright yellow celandines seemed 
to form a little court around the more stately imperial 
crowns. Hector had never s*een so many wild flowers 
all together. He said it reminded him of some words 
that he had read — " The wilderness and the solitary 
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place shall be glad for them, and the desert shall re- 
joice and blossom as the rose." I asked him who 
wrote those words, and he told me one of the Prophets, 
he didn't remember which. Since then I have always 
liked to picture the Prophets walking in woods like 
ours, and thinking of God. 

We did not hurry, but zigzagged from side to side 
of the road, peeping into the box-bushes for birds'- 
nests, looking under the strawberry-leaves to see if the 
fruit were forming — poking, peering, smelling, admiring 
everywhere. We neither of us had hands to spare, 
for Hector wanted every minute to use his, and I from 
time to time remembered my knitting ; so whatever 
flowers Hector picked he stuck, stalk downward, into 
my big pinafore pocket ; and as I took care in my 
scrambling not to hurt them, he told me before we 
reached the cottage that I made a most capital little 
donkey. I was so pleased that I think at the moment 
I would have asked nothing better of life than to be his 
little donkey for ever. 

Esquebesse's cottage stood at the end of this bit of 
road, back under the shade of the wood. He arid his 
goat and his two dogs lived there alone, but they had 
a very comfortable little home. When people asked 
Esquebesse why he did not marry, he always said that 
the situation of his house was too lonely, he could not 
ask any woman to remain there by herself, while h(& 
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was the old carved cupboard, where family linen had 
been stored for generations, and on a low oak table 
against the wall some cabbages were piled, with half a 
pumpkin and two or three onions. Nets and other 
utensils for bird-catching hung from the smoke-black- 
ened rafters above, interspersed with rabbit-skins and 
bunches of garlic. We did not see any one in the 
room, but as the dogs were lying out in the sun before 
the cottage door, we knew that Esquebesse was not 
far off, and we advanced, intending to enter and wait. 
The dogs did not approve of this intention, and no 
sooner did we manifest it than they started up and 
came towards us, barking with such a distinctly in- 
hospitable accent, that if I had not been holding 
Hector's hand I should certainly have turned round 
and run away. They were big hunting dogs, known 
to be fierce ; and even Hector, I think, was a little 
frightened as one of them suddenly rushed at us, 
for he put himself in front of me while he held my 
hand tight and said, ** Stand quite still.'' 

At that moment, however, a voice from within 
called — 

'* Here, Bruno ; lie down, Loup Garou ; " and as 
Bruno paused in his advance. Dr. Charles of Porta- 
ouve appeared upon the threshold of the kitchen. 

" These dogs are too zealous in the discharge of 
their duty," he said as he advanced to meet us. 
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" Esquebesse went up to M. le Comte half an hour ago 
and left them to guard the house and me ; but he told 
me he was expecting you, and during all the time that 
they have lived together the dogs should have be- 
come better acquainted with their master's hospitable 
nature." 

He took my hand as he spoke and led me past the 
danger which had frightened me, into the shelter of 
the house. Hector, however, instead of following us, 
remained on the threshold, standing quietly between 
the dogs. 

Dr. Charles had only lately come back then from 
Bordeaux, to be the assistant of our old doctor, Du 
Verger, at Cassagne. His mother, Madame de la 
Meillierie, is a cousin of Grandm^re's, but as she has 
always lived at Portalouve, which is seventeen kilo- 
metres off, I scarcely remembered at that time to have 
ever seen her. Grandm^re and I did not often move 
as far as seventeen kilometres. I knew Dr. Charles, 
for I had seen him more than once at Salaret, and 
sometimes I had met him in the lanes or woods, about 
the farm, with his trousers rolled up and the mud 
thick upon his boots, hunting in out-of-the-way places 
for specimens of stones and flowers. I had heard 
the country people speak too of his knowledge, 
and his goodness to his mother, so I did not feel 
shy at all when I found myself in the kitchen alone 
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with him. It was the first time I had ever seen him 
without his spectacles, and as I looked up to thank 
him for coming out, I saw how kind and gentle his eyes 
were. 

The remains of an omelette and a loaf and a bottle 
of wine on the table, with Dr. Charles' hat and speci- 
men case lying beside them, showed that he had 
been enjoying the hospitality of Esquebesse; and 
when he had answered my few words of thanks 
and stuck my bunch of flowers into a pitcher of water 
that stood by the cabbages, he began to clear the 
table. 

" When hunger assails me in the woods and I find 
myself very far from dinner," he said, " I always come 
and beg an omelette from Esquebesse ; but it is not 
just that I should leave disorder in his kitchen." 

Seeing what he wanted to do, I took a bowl from 
the dresser, and while he went to put the remains of 
the loaf into the bread-pan, I washed his plate and 
glass and fork. 

"Tiens, my child, you are helping me?" he said 
when he came back. 

" You helped me, monsieur, just now." 

He smiled, and stood watching me while I polished 
the glass with a dry cloth as Grandm^re had taught me 
to do. 

" The fact is," he said, " Esquebesse gains in 



io6 HECTOR, 



the exchange; if I had washed his glass it is pro- 
bable that he would have had to wash it again before 
he used it." 

Then he sat down and opened his specimen case, 
leaving the rest of the table for me to clear. 



CHAPTER IX. 

I HAD cleared the table, and Hector, having 
finished his inspection of the dogs, had come in 
and was standing with me watching Dr. Charles' pro- 
ceedings at a respectful distance, when Esquebesse 
arrived. 

" Pouf," he said as he took off his hat and wiped 
his face, ** I have kept you waiting ; but I have 
arranged all our little affairs satisfactorily. I passed 
round by Salaret, and Madame Loustanoff trusts the 
children to us. Now we have nothing else to do but 
to start." 

"Where are we going?" asked Hector. 

" Where are we going ? Dr. Charles has told you 
nothing ? We are going the whole way to Portalouve. 
Dr. Charles goes to spend Sunday with his mother, 
and he will drive us there in his little carriage. Bap- 
tiste, the miller, went yesterday evening to Montfort, 
and he will give us a lift back." 
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We children cared little how we were to get there or 
how we were to come back. That we were going to 
Portalouve was enough for us. Had Esquebesse sud- 
denly announced that he meant to take us to Paris, I 
could hardly have felt more excited. Portalouve, 
thirteen kilometres on the other side of Cassagne, 
fully halfway to Montfort where Georges and the 
soldiers were, seemed indeed to me a new country. 
How Esquebesse had ever persuaded Grandm^re to 
let us go I could not imagine, and I dared not ask for 
fear any flaw might appear in the permission and 
hinder our departure even now. 

Hector took our good luck much more coolly than 
I ; he seemed pleased when Esquebesse first announced 
it, but his interest had been awakened by Dr. Charles' 
specimens ; and even while Esquebesse was bringing 
the old carriage round from the back yard where the 
horse had been tied, and making such preparations as 
he thought necessary before quitting the house. Hector 
was listening intently to a description Dr. Charles was 
giving him of the inward and outward growth of vege- 
table stems. Esquebesse bad no respect, apparently, 
for his love of knowledge. As soon as he was ready to 
lock the house he told him to run out and put up 
the shutters, which Hector did with the greatest good- 
will. Esquebesse fastened them on the inside, then 
we all went out; I saw the key turned at last 
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in the door, and in another minute we had fairly 
started. 

Dr. Charles' carriage was a funny old vehicle with a 
hood, intended to hold only two people; but Dr. 
Charles and Esquebesse made room for me between 
them, and Hector sat very comfortably on the foot- 
board at our feet. The old yellow nag which Dr. Du 
Verger had bought from Grandmbre fifteen or sixteen 
years before, was so well accustomed to the road that 
it went almost of its own accord, and there was nothing 
to interfere with the delight I had in seeing our 
beautiful country and in showing it to Hector. As 
far as Cassagne I knew it myself, after that I had to 
leave all his questions to be answered by Dr. Charles 
and Esquebesse ; but I was well content to listen, for 
he asked questions that I should never have thought 
of asking, and in answering them Dr. Charles and 
Esquebesse talked together, and told us so much that 
was interesting, that the world began to seem to me 
much bigger than it had ever seemed before. A long 
way past Cassagne we passed a vineyard where a 
number of men were digging. Esquebesse told us it 
belonged to M. le Comte, and he stopped the carriage 
that we might see what they were doing. An overseer 
was directing them, and after speaking a few words to 
Dr. Charles, he took my hand and led me to a part of 
the vineyard where the ground was thrown up round 
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a large square ditch. We mounted on the sides of the 
ditch, and looking down we saw to my surprise, at 
about three or four feet below the surface of the vine- 
yard, what looked to me like a beautiful painted pave- 
ment. The design was of baskets of fruit and flowers, 
with game and fish lying round ; the workmen had 
just washed it, and the wet colours glowed in the sun 
almost like precious stones. 

" What is it ? " I asked. " Why does M. le Comte 
have his vineyard paved?" 

The overseer smiled, and Dr. Charles explained that 
this pavement which I saw was called a mosaic, and 
that it was not M. le Comte who had put it in the vine- 
yard, but probably some Roman noble more than a 
thousand years before. M. le Comte had only found 
it, and was having it transported to the floor of his; own 
dining-room. 

" The Romans have lived here then ? " said Hector, 
raising his head and looking round as though he ex- 
pected still to see their palaces on the slopes of the 
hills. 

" There is little doubt," said the overseer gravely, 
'* that they have spat on this very pavement." 

He was mocking at the sudden light which had 
sprung into Hector's face, but Esquebesse answered 
almost at the same time with a kindly smile — 

** Therefore, if we must be heroes in order to be 
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good Frenchmen, Frenchmen should not forget that 
they have the blood of heroes in their veins. Hein 1 " 

I wondered how Esquebesse knew that Hector had 
said men should be heroes to be good Frenchmen, 
but Hector did not seem to notice that. 

" If those mountains could speak," he said, pointing 
to the snow-line of the Pyrenees, which seemed in the 
clear atmosphere of the spring afternoon to lie quite 
close to us, " how awfully interesting it would be to 
ask them questions. I do so long often to ask ques- 
tions of all the old things, who were there before we 
were born." 

" It is a question of learning their language," said 
Dr. Charles, thoughtfully. And as they stood so look- 
ing at the mountains, I heard one of the workmen say 
to another — 

*' Who is the little chap?" 

" It's the English boy, from LoustanofF's." 

An incredulous laugh was the only answer. 

" What are you laughing at ? It is so." 

'' Not he. He's not English." 

** Why not?" 

" He's too handsome." 

Two or three of them drew together, and looked at 
him critically as he stood on the edge of the ditch 
talking to Esquebesse and Dr. Charles. 

" He is solidly built," said one ; " he will go far." 
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And I, who had never thought before whether he 
was handsome or ugly, felt my heart beat faster with 
pride in him as I looked. Once in the carnage again. 
Dr. Charles began to tell us about the old Romans, 
and the drive through the flowering country fix)m the 
mosaics to Portalouve seemed to pass almost like a, 
dream. But it was one of those dreams of which one 
never loses the recollection. I see still, as though it 
had been but yesterday, the purple of the bursting 
woods which clothed the hills, the orchards every- 
where in blossom, the yellow mustard-fields, the glar- 
ing crimson sainfoin, the bright tender green of the 
flax-fields, the rich brown earth where the lately 
planted maize was germinating. Over all, the blue 
sky, with clouds driving high up before the wind, and 
in the distance the sparkling peaks of the Pyrenees 
girdling us in. It was Saturday, so we were not alone 
upon the road. A bright stream of buyers and sellers 
flocked to and from the Saturday markets ; vehicles of 
all sorts passed us frequently, and Dr. Charles and 
Esquebesse, who knew most of the people for many 
miles round, told us to whom they belonged and 
where they were going, and exchanged many a greet- 
ing with the passers-by. They say it is very grand to 
drive in the Bois de Boulogne, and that the carriages 
there are finer than I have any idea of. All the same, 
I do not believe that any lady in Paris ever had a 
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happier drive in the Bois than I had that day between 
Salaret and Portalouve. Esquebesse stopped at an 
inn where the road branched off to Montfort, and told 
them to bid the miller wait for us when he came back 
from Montfort in the evening; and after that, another 
quarter of an hour of driving brought us to Dr. 
Charles' home. 

I was rather cramped with sitting so long, and I 
remember that when the carriage stopped at the yard 
gate Dr. Charles lifted me out and carried me himself 
across the slush of the farm-yard to the kitchen-door, 
while Hector followed between the very muzzles of 
two big St. Bernards. The barking of the dogs 
brought out Madame de la Meillerie, and she was so 
delighted to see her. son that she kissed me and 
Hector in the warmth of her heart almost as affection- 
ately as she kissed Dr. Charles. I see her still as she 
stood in the doorway in her ample black dress and 
lilac sun-bonnet, her broad' kind face beaming with 
pleasure. 

Had she something nice to give the children for 
gotiter? of course she had* Some little cakes were 
baking at this minute in the oven for to-morrow's 
dessert, and they should taste the Spanish melon jam 
of which she had spoken last New Year to Madame 
Loustanoff. As for Esquebesse," it was not now that 
she had to tell him he was always welcome at Porta- 
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louve ; a little glass of her old Malaga would do him 
no harm, she fancied, after his long drive. And then 
there was a rattling of keys and a bustling about, and 
hasty direction to Jeanne and Marguerite ; and while 
we stood and stretched ourselves before the kitchen 
fire the dining-room table was set out with cakes and 
jam and milk and a pat^ de foie gras, and a dusty 
bottle of old Malaga for Esquebesse. 

'* Allons, Chariot, eat a bit yourself; 111 be bound 
your dinner was a light one to-day." 

** You are making cruel reproaches to Esquebesse, 
mother. It was he who furnished it." 

" Nothing but an omelette, madame," said Esque- 
besse. 

'* Ah, I know that everything is good in Esquebesse's 
house, but an omelette all the same soon leaves place 
for other things. Sit down, sit down ; " and she cut 
into the pat^ with hospitable vigour. 

" I ask no better," said Dr. Charles, " your pat^s, 
my mother, are to be refused by no reasonable man." 
And in another moment we were all seated round the 
table eating as though wc also had dined upon Dr. 
Charles' omelette. Madame de la Meillerie waited 
upon us, and took pleasure in piling up our plates ; 
but she herself took nothing except a little half-glass 
of Malaga to please her son. 

The farm at Portalouve was as large as Salaret, and 
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Mfitdattie de la Meillerie was very busy that afternoon. 
So when after go{iter Esquebesse went away to attend 
to the business which had brought him to that part of 
the country, Dr. Charles followed his mother into the 
J»ard to give her the benefit of his advice in some bar- 
gains she had to make that afternoon, and Hector and 
I were free to ramble where we pleased. Our rambles 
took us at first no farther than the kitchen. The 
servant Jeanne, who was a girl from our side of 
Cassagne, was only too glad of a. chance of hearing 
news from her village, and while Hector amused him- 
self with sauntering about looking at everything, she 
made me pass all our neighbours and their affairs in 
review. A very respectable woman, who wore her 
hair uncovered like a lady, was sitting at work in one 
comer of the kitchen. She seemed to listen with 
interest to what we were saying, and presently, when 
Jeanne's questions became a little slack, she asked in 
a pleasant, quiet voice — 

"Do you know in your country, mademoiselle, a 
girl called Irma Lagrace ? " 

The name at once attracted Hector's attention. 

" Is that our Irma ? " he asked, coming up to my 
side as he spoke. 

" Yes," I said, answering both him and the work- 
woman. " We know her very well, madame. Do you 
wish for news of her ? " 
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." I do not know her myself; but I have heard her 
spoken of very often. They say she is very pretty." 

" She is the prettiest person I know," Hector said 
with a decision which astonished me. 

" I see nothing so very remarkable in her," said 
Jeanne with a toss of the head. " People have got it 
into their heads that she is very pretty, and the men 
all run after her, because men are like sheep ; what 
one does the others must do. But all that has no 
common-sense in it She is no better than the other 
girls of the village. And then between nine of them, 
1 ask you what sort of a dot she b likely to have ? " 

"The dot counts for little if the suitor is rich; 
They say she is pretty enough to be married for her 
beauty.** 

" Bah ! it is only that old idiot of a miller who says 
So, and what does he know about beauty ? It is not 
in his family, at all events, that he would have learnt 
to admire it" 

" My cousin Georges has told me the same, and he 
at all events has eyes." 

** Are you Georges' cousin Marie, that he goes to 
jsee at Montfort ? " asked Hector, his eyes lighting with 
sudden interest 

"Yes," said the workwoman with a smile, "I am 
Marie Monthez, cousin of young Georges of St. Lou- 
bouet. You have heard him speak of me ? " 
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I was dreadfully afraid for a moment that Hectpr 
would say more than he ought, but I might hav^ 
spared my anxiety; he only replied in afi absenl^ 
dreamy voice — 

" Yes, I heard him say he went to see you every 
Sunday." 

** And since you think Irma so pretty, tell me what 
she is like," Marie Monthez pursued. "Georgei? 
does not know how to describe. Tell me what she; 
looked like the last time you saw her." 

The comers of Hector's mouth curled up into 
laughter ; the remembrance of the last time he had 
seen Irma seemed to tickle his fancy, but he said he 
did not know how to describe in French. 

" Allons ! that is foolish," said Marie, " you speak 
French like ourselves. Come now, tell me what she 
is like. You, then, mademoiselle." 

I described as well as I could Irma's bright curly 
hair, her clear complexion, her white teeth, her soft 
dark eyes. 

" And then her lips," said Hector ; •* she really ha^ 
lips, as they say in story-books, the colour of cherries, 
and nice little feet, with good sensible shoes that die 
can walk in, and hands burnt a pretty brown colour 
in the sun. And sometimes when she laughs, she 
puts her head on one side just like a blackbird, doesn't 
she, Z^lie ? The last time we saw her," here his mouth 
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b^^ to cml merrily again, ''was yesterday in the 
wood, near oar house, and die son was shining so that 
Utde diadows of die tree-branches fell all over her as 
she walked along with "^ 

^With whom?" said a new voice soddenly and 
angrily behind ns ; and we turned roond to see no less 
a personage than M Baptiste the miller, himself^ who 
had come in unobserved, and had heard perhaps 
everything we had been sajdng. 

" Well She was walking along with ^" he re- 
peated 

Hector, who had reddened nervously at the sudden 
interruption, recovered from the start and answered 
quietly — 

" With her distaff. She was spinning, you know.*' 

The miller seemed to think he had been rather 
foolish, for he laughed awkwardly, and glanced at 
Marie Monthez a*s he said — 

" Good, good. So long as young girls only walk 
with their distaffs, they give proof of their good sense, 
do they not, Mam'selle Marie ? " 

" Ah I M. Baptiste, you know I have always told 
you you are too severe upon young people." They 
spoke to each other like old friends, which rather 
astonished Hector and me, for it had never occurred 
to us that the miller would also know Georges' cousin4 
His next words showed that he not only knew her, 
but knew her well. 



HECTOR, 119 



Jeanne was at the other end of the kitchen, helping 
Marguerite to lift a heavy caldron from the fire, and 
as Hector and I stood looking out of the window, I 
suppose the miller considered himself as good as alone 
with Marie Monthez. 

*' Mademoiselle Marie," he said, sitting down at the 
opposite side of her work-table, and wiping his face 
slowly with a large pocket-handkerchief, "I come 
from seeing your parents, and it is because they 
told me you were here that I have come here 
to-day." 

" You know, M, Baptiste, that where I am you are 
always welcome," Marie's quiet voice replied. 

** For I have a question to ask you. I would like 
to know if it is true what they say, that you do not 
intend to marry ? " 

I glanced over my shoulder. Marie had dropped 
her work to listen to him. Now she took it up and 
began to stitch swiftly as she replied — 

" I have not said that." 

" It would be a pity," he went on slowly, " for from 
Salaret to Montfort there is not a housekeeper to 
compare with you. Every one knows how you have 
always behaved towards your parents, and he who 
behaves well towards his parents proves a good heart, 
which will lead him to behave well in other circum- 
stances of life." 
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My remembrance of the drive home is much more 
confused than my remembrance of the afternoon drive . 
out Whether it was the Malaga, or the monotonous 
movement, or the exposure to the air, or the exceeding , 
comfort of my position in the straw, I do not know, , 
but I continued all along the road to fall asleep, and . 
to wake up at intervals to see nothing but the clear . 
dark sky above, and the outlines of Esquebesse's tall 
figure, and the miller's heavy round back, black and 
solid, in front of us, against the clearer darkness of 
the atmosphere. After a while the stars came out| 
and the miller lighted one of the lanterns of the cart. 
Each time I woke the air seemed to me a little fresher. 
Each time I woke I saw Hector sitting up in the 
opposite comer of the cart with a face that looked like 
white marble in the starlight, and dark eyes wide open, 
but I was covered warmly with a sack ; the freshness 
of the air only made me sleep the more soundly, and 
I took heed of nothing, till, when we must have 
already long passed Cassagne on our homeward way^ 
I was wakened by Hector nudging me persistently. I 
could not at first think what he wanted, but I soon 
heard that Esquebesse and the miller were talking to- 
gether on their elevated seat, and the night wind 
was blowing their words back to us. 

" Yes," the miller was sayiftg, " I see that after a 
certain age marriage becomes a necessity. While one 
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is young all goes well ; a man likes his liberty, but 
later on he begins to feel the need of some one who 
is entirely devoted to him ; some one whom he will 
find always there when he comes in ; some one who 
will take care of him when he is ill ; who will remem- 
ber the dishes that he likes \ who will look after his 
house ; who will put his interests before everything. 
You will say what you like Esquebesse. You are alone, 
and you have only yourself to think of, so all goes 
well ; but a house needs a woman at the head of it. 
I, for instance : for a year now my old Marie Anna 
has been telling me that her son wants her to go 
and live with him at Cassagne, and she leads me 
in consequence the life of a dog. I, such as you see 
me, I dare not tell her to put four eggs in my omelette 
on Friday, if she chooses to put but three. I come 
in hungry, she takes pleasure in making nie wait half- 
an-hour for my dinner ; and if I dare to address a re- 
proach to her, pouf ! it is her son who jumps down 
my throat. If I am not satisfied, she asks nothing 
better than to go and live with her own people." 

Esquebesse laughed — 

" There is one with whom I would soon settle my 
account." 

" You laugh. It is easy for you. But I— I ask you 
a little what would become of me if she went. She 
has been there since the death of my mother. She 
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knows all that is in the house better th^n I know it 
myself, and, if she goes, I become at pnce a prey to 
all the old vultures who choose to make an entrance 
into my house for the purpose of wasting my substance. 
Could I look after them when I have my mill to at? 
tend to ? Could I carry about with me the key of thQ 
linen cupboard and the provisions ? Do I know— Ij 
how many fine shirts I have, which came to me from 
my father and my grandfather ? How many sheets 
my mother span since her marriage — how many she 
brought in her trousseau — ^how many she found here 
when she came ? Marie Anna knows all that. Sh^ 
could tell you the year in which every sheet and 
tablecloth was spun. She keeps all that in repair; 
she arranges the wash. And if she goes, ^ new 
one comes without interest in the house, all will b^ 
under her care, and I know how much to give for 
the honesty of those who have no interest to serve 
you. All — all will go to rack and ruin. The furnir 
ture which Marie Anna has rubbed from her youth 
upwards, do you suppose another will care to keep 
it bright ? All my habits, all my tastes, which Marie 
Anna knows as I know them myself, how shall 
I begin to teach them to another ? I shall be 
wretched." 

" It is as clear as daylight," said Esquebesse. ** yo^ 
must give up your liberty, and marry a reasonable 
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person, who will be able to supply Marie Anna's place ; 
6nly you must persuade Marie Anna to stay with you 
for one year after your marriage in order to show your 
wife the ways of the house." 

" To show the ways of the house to my wife," said 
Baptiste, laughing, as though the sound of the wotds 
pleased him ; " that is exactly what I counted upon 
doing. Marie Anna shall stay for a year. At the end 
of that time my wife will know all, and I shall hive 
Nothing to do but to grow old in comfort, with my 
little ones about my knees. Ha ! ha ! Esquebesse, 
why do you not follow my example ? " 

" Why ? " said Esquebesse, " because I have not so 
much wealth to take care of, nor so many tastes to be 
satisfied, nor the annoyance of losing ah old servant to 
fear ; nor, before all that, the pleasure of knowing a 
person as sensible and as amiable as Marie Monthez. 
I congratulate you, miller, with all my heart. She is a 
person whom any one might be proud to see at the 
head of his household. I have never heard her 
spoken of with anything but the greatest esteem." 

Baptiste burst out laughing again, and I thought it 
very funny while I heard him, that Marie Monthez 
could care for any one so stupid and awkward as he. 

" It's not done yet," he said. " We must have a 
little time. But we shall see — we shall see. Here's 
your turning, Esquebesse." 
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The cart stopped as he spoke, and we found our- 
selves at the comer of the road which led down to 
Esquebesse's cottage. 

We all got out of the cart, and the miller drove on, 
still chuckling to himself in high good-humour. 

** Great egoist, va I " Esquebesse muttered as he 
stood and looked after him for a moment. " The idea 
never crosses your mind to ask yourself whether you 
will make her happy, with your tastes and your habits, 
and your fine linen shirts. But since she is good 
enough to love you, I ask nothing better. Come, 
children, run to take the stiffness out of our limbs." 

Hector and I enjoyed the next hour at Esquebesse's 
cottage as much as any part of the day. The dogs, 
hearing Esquebesse's voice, trotted down the lane in 
friendly fashion to meet us, and we all went together 
into the dark kitchen; then when Esquebesse had 
uncovered the ashes and thrown a bundle of dry vine- 
twigs on the smouldering hearth, he bade Hector blow 
up the fire and showed me the sideboard at the far 
end, where stood everything I needed for laying the 
table. 

** It seems to me," he said, as he came back with a 
bottle in his hand from the closet which served him 
for cellar, **that we have no need of a Marie Anna. 
Here is my soup, which has been simmering all day 
by the hot ashes. We have eggs, we have honey, and 
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after supper you shall see if I cannot make hot wine 
with any housewife in the country." 

And, indeed, it seems to me that I have never be* 
fore, or since, drunk any hot wine so good. I always 
make it on Shrove Tuesday now for Grandm^re from 
Esquebesse's recipe, but I think there must have been 
some virtue in the little yellow earthenware saucepan 
he used that night, or perhaps it was our appetite after 
the long drive, or perhaps the conversation with which 
he entertained us. 

I had never thought, till I heard him talk, of what 
a lot of life there is in the woods ; but as I listened to 
him I saw them peopled with a thousand creatures 
whose very names I ignored ; and while he told Hector 
chiefly of the habits of birds and their enemies, the 
weasels and ferrets and stoats, a new world seemed to 
rise up around me — a world in the midst of which I 
had lived hitherto like one blind and deaf and dumb, 
knowing nothing of that which was taking place con- 
stantly under my eyes. 

" Ah ! " Esquebesse said, " if you do not take the 
trouble to watch them and to know their lives, and to 
extend your sympathies towards them, they are for you 
as if they did not exist. And it is the same thing, 
children, between human beings. There," he took 
his pipe out of his mouth and waved it comprehen- 
sively towards the walls of the cottage, ** there we are 
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surrounded by millions of joys and sorrows and 
interests, but all rests with yourself. If you are con- 
tent to remain with small knowledge and narrow 
sympathies, the world will be empty and dead to you." 
I thought of what Dr. Charles had said of the 
mountains. It is a question of learning their language ; 
and that night at all events, when Esquebesse lit his 
lantern and took us home through the woods, I did 
not feel as though we were alone. I felt as though we 
were walking through a crowd. The audible snoring 
of the owls seemed to me only one voice out of the 
millions which, had I known how to listen, I might 
have heard. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE happiness of the next few days was undis- 
turbed, for me, by anything but the increasing 
soreness between Soeur Am^lie and Hector. Hector's 
lessons were almost always badly done ; Soeur Am^lie 
was, of course, almost always vexed with him. I saw 
that they did not like each other; and this troubled 
me, for I was foind of Soeur Am^lie. I had been 
accustomed to see her every day as long as I could 
remember, and she had been always kind to me, 
therefore I would have liked her to appreciate 
Hector ; and I would have liked Hector, too, to see 
that though she was not wise and great like some of 
the people he had perhaps been accustomed to in 
England, still she was good and nice in her way. He 
only said that people who knew nothing ought not to 
try and teach that nothing to others, because nobody 
wanted to learn it ; and all I could do was to try and 
make up a little to Soeur Am^lie by learning my own 
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lessons extra well I don't mean to say that I always 
did thisy because I was not very fond of lessons, and 
Soeur Am^e vexed me so much sometimes by the 
way she talked to Hector, that I could not care to 
please her; but when I was feeling good, I tried as 
much as I could to keep her in good-humour by doing 
ever3rthing myself that I thought she would like, and 
that used to make her often &r pleasanter to Hector. 
In this way we got on fairly well, and when she was 
not there Hector and I were so happy together that 
we scarcely thought about her. 

" Tj&lq^ Hector said one day, when he was sitting 
as usual on the kitchen doorstep with the * Avicepto- 
logie ' open on his crossed knees, " do you think I am 
ingenious?" 

" I think you might be ingenious if you liked, ** I 
said. 

"And quick and active, and full of forethought; 
also dexterous and industrious and imaginative ? " 

" I don't know, Hector. That's a great deal to ask 
Why do you want to know ? " 

" Because I want to be all that." 

" It is very grand to aim so high," I said, with a 
sigh of admiration. " For quickness and activity and 
cleverness, I am sure you won't find it very difficult ; 
but for forethought and industry. Hector, I don't know. 
You don't work hard." 
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"I don't work at stupid things," Hector said. 
" But I could work if it were necessary." 

" Yes, that I do believe," I exclaimed joyously. "If 
once you could make up your mind to work, I am sure 
you would be industrious. And ijt would be so charm- 
ing, Hector, for then Soeur Am^lie would not be an- 
noyed, and she would see all your other good qualities." 

" Because," Hector continued, without paying much 
attention to me, " unless I can become all these things, 
I shall never catch birds really well. You hear what 
this man says : * The first and most essential of all the 
qualities a bird-catcher must have, is taste. Without 
it, it is impossible to insure success, and the chase 
becoming fruitless, is soon only irksome. Taste never 
exists without dexterity and industry, and these are 
the two qualities which lead necessarily to success.' 
And then again : * It is also important that a bird- 
catcher should be ingenious, lively, active, and provi- 
dent, and that his imagination should always be ready 

to come to his assistance, because ^ I can't read 

you the reasons, they are too long, but you will see 
directly you begin to study the question in earnest, 
that without these qualities one couldn't hope to do 
any good. Patience, too. Yes, that one could learn. 
It is more the quickness and sharpness and ready 
imagination that bother me, because you can't make 
yourself clever if you are naturally stupid." 
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" But you can make yourself cleverer, I expect, 
if you are naturally a little bit clever,*' I hazarded. 
** That's why everybody works at ever3rthing." 

"Is spinning easy?" asked Hector, looking up a,t 
my distaff, which smce his admiration of Irma's in- 
dustry I had kept more constantly in use, 

" Oh yes, quite easy. Try." 

He tried, but the tow came in lumps and would not 
twist, the spindle would not turn round in his unac- 
customed fingers. Finally, he dropped it, and some of 
the yam which I had already spun was unwound in a 
dirty puddle. That did not matter at all, for in a 
minute I had broken off the dirty piece and spun as 
much again in its place. 

" It is only that you have never practised it," I said 
to Hector, " and it is not worth your while, for it is 
not boys' work. I was just as bad at first, but I made 
myself cleverer." 

"Every one here is clever," Hector said; "even 
Madelon knows a lot of things. She can spin and 
weave and make wine, besides making bread and 
bacon, and all that a common cook knows how to do. 
As for Grandmfere, she is the cleverest woman I 
have ever seen. If she was cast on a desert island, 
she wo»jld do everything that was wanted. She could 
sow and reap and grind, and cook the food; she 
could spin and weave, and cut out and make th^ 
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dothes. She knows all about building and tiling and 
thatching. She knows about draining land, and about 
doctoring sick people. I think she ought to be a 
queen." 

I imagined Grandmbre in her short grey dress and 
her shady hat and her wooden shoes, with her dear 
old withered brown face, sitting upon the throne of 
France, which I had always pictured to myself as 
being made of pure gold ; and fond as I was of her, I 
could not help laughing. 

" Queens are not like that, Hector," I said ; " they 
are grand ladies, and beautiful and young." 

"Well, they ought to be like that," he said, **so 
that they could be useful to their people. What's the 
good of grand ladies, beautiful and young, to be 
dressed out in silks and satins for a crowd to stare at? 
It would be much better if they could show people 
how to make good bread. I think what Esquebesse 
said, that real gentlemen and kings and queens ought 
to be the people who know most, and who 'do most 
for every one else. That's why I'm going to try and 
learn bird-catching. I don't know how to do one 
single thing, now, that's useful." > 

"But, Hector, you know we learn our lessons, and 
that will make us useful." 

- " If we did real sensible work, it would ; little 
Tubbish lessons, like ours, aren't any good. Nobody 
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would ever grow clever on that sort of stuff; but just , 
look at Esquebesse, how clever he is with going: 
about in the woods, watching the animals and thinking 
as much as he likes/' 

I saw that Hector was as far as ever from working 
well for Soeur Am^lie, and as she was at that moment: 
coming up the lane, we dropped the subject By the 
time she had reached the house Hector had disap- 
peared, and a minute after I caught sight of him in. 
the stable begging some hairs out of the horses' tails, 
from Jean. He stumbled through his lessons that 
morning, however, without special difficulty, and in a 
couple of hours we were both of us free to study to 
our hearts' content the art of twisting horse-hairs for 
bird traps. It was in working like this with Hector 
that I first began to understand the pleasure of read 
ing, for I saw how he got from books just what he 
wanted to know. The * Aviceptologie ' told us exactly 
how many hairs to use for the cord of a snare ; how to 
knot them together ; how to hold them ; how to twist 
them ; how to finish them off when they were twisted ; 
and also, alas, the manner and purpose of their use. 

" I suppose a bird-catcher must kill birds," I said to 
Hector; and I saw by his answer that he had been 
thinking too upon this subject. 

" He must kill them in these snares," ke said ; " but 
I don't intend to practise much with these. I shall 
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only use them once or twice, just to see if I can, and 
then I shall go on regularly with bird-calling. That 
will be as good for me, and as I sha'n*t wring their 
necks when they come, the little extra exercise of 
trotting after me will do the birds no harm." 

Immediately after dinner we escaped to the woods, 
and Hector began to set his snares. As a snare was 
nothing but a noose of horse-hair, of which one end 
was made fast in a branch, the only difficulty of set- 
ting them was to choose spots in the wood where 
birds were likely to pass. In order to do this, we had 
to watch the birds. Hector was very patient; he 
would lie for half-an-hour at a time in one spot 
absorbed by all that he saw and heard, and though 
my ear was never as quick as his to catch the different 
notes of the birds' songs, my eyes soon became prac- 
tised, and I took almost as much pleasure as he in 
watching the strange and beautiful things that went on 
around us. It was thus that I first conceived the love 
of natural history which has been such a pleasure in 
my life. Hour after hour, as the summer went on, 
Hector and I used to lie side by side upon our 
stomachs listening and looking in different parts ot 
the woods ; and I cannot attempt to write down a 
fiftieth part of the wonderful things we saw. Insects, 
birds, flowers, animals, even the harmless kind of 
serpents, became interesting to us; and in the big 
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bookcase in the diawing-room, which I had never 
thought of opening, Hector discovered an old copy <^ 
M, Bufibn's '^ Natural History," which told us most 
things that we wanted to know. 

On this first day, however, we were very ignorant, 
and the only result of looking with all our eyes and 
listening with all our ears was to make us fed that the 
woods were a thousand times fuller than we had 
thought, and that it was impossible to take count of the 
movement which was going on there. There were 
numbers of birds twittering everywhere ; therefore, after 
a time, we set six snares very much on chance, and 
then Hector said to me that we must find a bird's- 
nest 

*' You are not going to take eggs, are you?" I asked. 

"No!" he answered very shortly. **But I want 
another snare. Have you four more horse-hairs ? " 

I told him that I had, and he took them and knotted 
them together ; then we hunted in the bushes for a 
nest. It was not long before we found one. It was 
built very nearly on the ground, amongst the chestnut 
shoots which were springing up from the root of an old 
stump. The mother-bird was sitting when we first 
discovered it ; but, frightened at our intrusion, she flew 
away ; and while she wheeled uneasily over our heads, 
we were able to examine at leisure the little semi- 
circular nest, carefully and elaborately woven of blades 
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of grass, and the five greyish-brown eggs which lay 
upon the warm, soft lining of the nest. The sun 
shining through the chestnut shoots threw light shadows 
across them, and I thought what a lovely Utile home 
it was for the male bird to come back to. 

** Isn't she tiny," I said, " to have done all this ? It 
seems impossible that two little birds should have the 
sense to build themselves such a beautiful home." 

Hector did not answer. He had fastened some 
string to either end of his bit of twisted horse-hair, and 
he made one end secure to a chestnut branch at the 
back of the nest, then he made a loose knot in the 
horse-hair itself, and pulled it open with his. fingers till 
the circle of it was about the size of the nest ; this he 
laid upon the nest, and taking in his hand the long end 
of string which lay upon the ground, he signed to me 
to hide with him beneath a box-bush. The instant we 
were out of sight the uneasy mother-bird descended 
with a sudden drop upon her nest, and ceasing her 
little plaintive notes, seemed to swell with c'ontent to 
find all well as she nestled once more upon the eggs. 
I did not know what Hector meant to do, but I 
suspected something horrible, and my heart was beating 
fast with apprehension when I saw his arm suddenly 
move. Almost at the same instant there was a loud 
piteous tweak from the little neist, and as Hector rose, 
I saw that the string was drawn quite tight, and in the 
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noose formed by the horse-hair the bird hung by the 
neck quite dead. 

" Oh, Hector 1 " I cried, " what have you done? It 
is cruel." 

But I said no more. He looked even more upset 
than I» There was a flushed spot in each of his cheeks, 
and he stood with the string still in his hand, staring 
as though fascinated at his little victim. It was a 
brownish-yellow bird, with white and black stripings 
underneath, and the sun, which shone through the 
chestnut-twigs upon the warm eggs, shone too upon its 
pretty plumage, upon its relaxed legs and limp falling 
head, showing too plainly that already life was gone 

" I see it is true," he said. " I did not believe it 
was so easy." 

I did not say anything, but went up to the nest to 
feel the eggs. 

" I had to do it, Zdlie," Hector said, after a little 
pause. " If I want to be a bird-catcher, I ought to try 
ail ways." 

I was only thinking that the eggs would never be 
hatched now. I could not speak. 

" If I could kill the he-bird," Hector said, raising his 
head. 

" Isn't it enough ?" I asked, almost choking with a 
kind of anger to think he could be cruel. 

" It is that, if I could kill the he-bird, he would 
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never know that she was dead first, and the eggs don't 
know they were to be hatched." 

He seemed to understand what I meant, for his face 
was red all over, and his lip was quivering. I saw 
that whatever his reason was for killing the bird, he 
was not cruel and heartless, and I was ashamed of my 
disloyal suspicion. I did not tell him that, but when 
he came up to undo the string from the branch to 
which he had fastened it, and I saw that he could not 
see the knot because two big tears had gathered in his 
eyes, I could not help leaning over the nest and putting 
my arm round his neck. 

" Let us go and bury it somewhere," I said ; "and 
now that we know it can be done, we shall not need to 
take any more this way." 

But we were not yet at the end of our troubles on 
account of that little bird. 

We were standing still beside the nest. Hector with 
Uie bird and the string in his hand, when Irma came 
suddenly upon us. 

She asked us first, in her bright cordial fashion, what 
we were doing ; and then perceiving the nest and the 
strangled bird in Hector's hand, she divined what had 
happened, and burst out into reproaches against Hector. 

" What you have done is very ill," she said. " You 
think, perhaps, that because you are only a boy, you 
may be cruel if you like ; but it is not so. Boys who 
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have hearts amuse themselves certainly, sometimes, with 
catching birds, but they could not go and treacherously 
seize a poor mother brooding upon her eggs. It is not 
only her you have killed, but all those little ones ; and 
look, there now is her mate flying home with' food for 
the family you have destroyed." It was true ; another 
bird of the same kind was wheeling above our heads, 
showing unmistakably by its movements on what spot 
it would descend. 

*' Ah ! poor lark," Irma cried, holding out to it the 
dead body of its mate, " you will never see her again. 
You will never hear her voice of welcome. Keep your 
fpod, there is no one at home to need it." 

" Is it a lark?" Hector asked. 

" Yes, it is a lark, and you are a horribly cruel boy," 
Irma replied with a burst of anger, which even then, 
children as we were, we understood to be in some 
measure greater, because it was Georges' bird that 
Hector had killed. " But, tenez, you will suffer for it 
all the same, for those who have no heart do not enjoy 
life. They make others miserable, and they are con- 
temptible themselves." 

She spoke with so much passion that the tears 
started to her eyes; then, perhaps because she did 
not want us to see, she walked on quickly and left us 
by the nest. 

Hector stood looking at the dead bird in his hand. 
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a "I think there must be somebody without much 
•heart who is making her unhappy now," I said; "she 
was crying when she went away, and she would not 
have been so angry only for the bird." 

"She might have been so angry for the cruelty," 
Hector said. And indeed it seemed as though that 
was the case, for we had not gone much farther before 
we met Esquebesse, and found that Irma had told him 
the story with an indignation which had in some mea- 
sure communicated itself to bim. He also spoke 
strongly to Hector of the cruelty of killing a brooding 
bird. 

" If it is only to carry trouble and confusion to 
innocent beings, who are fulfilling the duties Nature 
has imposed on them, that you spend your time in the 
woods, you would do better to confine yourself to the 
high-road," he said. "To understand Nature you 
must love it. If you would enter into the life of the 
woods, put all thought of your own profit out of your 
mind ; leave selfishness in the towns, and on the roads, 
where men pass up and down. There it is perhaps 
needed. But in the woods there is no competition 
for man, no one wants to pass beyond him, no one 
occupies themselves with the thought of him ; he may 
forget himself altogether. Without selfishness, neither 
greed nor cruelty exist. The heart, if you let it, will 
expand here naturally among the works of God ; but 
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if you bring selfishness with you, you cover yourself as 
it were with a shell which shuts you out from all true 
fellowship with Nature. It is very fine to love know- 
ledge ; all intelligent beings must necessarily love it 
Listen to all the living sounds of the woods, and get 
well into your little head that there is a lesson beyond 
all others which they will teach you, if you can learn 
it, — that isj to respect the lives of others. ** 

I have known since how Esquebesse carried out his 
maxim, and how his lonely existence was guided by 
respect for the lives and happiness of others. But 
even then his slow and thoughtful sentences impressed 
both me and Hector, and we went away very gravely 
to bury the bird Hector had killed. For a long time 
after that, if I felt inclined to be selfish, the remem- 
brance of the cold eggs in the nest and the desolate 
he-bird, used to come between me and my inclination, 
and Esquebesse's simple " respect the lives of others," 
has made me act kindly very often since, when with- 
out the thought of it I might have been unkind. 

After we had buried the bird, we went with some 
fear to visit our snares. We neither of .us said any- 
thing, but I am sure Hector hoped with all his heart, 
as I did, that there might be nothing in them. It was 
not till we had arrived at the place where they were 
set that we remembered, for the first time, the very 
important necessity of baiting them. Naturally, as we 
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had put nothing to entice the birds into them, they 
were all in exactly the condition in which they had 
been left ; and Hector's face began to brighten as with 
much alacrity we took them down. 

" It is not the season to set snares now," he said. 
" I had forgotten that all the birds we took in them 
would be mothers or fathers, with young ones waiting 
for them at home. We won't try them any more till 
the autumn or winter." 

This resolution cheered us both considerably ; but 
we found, to my regret, when we reached the house, 
that the story of, as it was now called, Hector's want 
of heart, had preceded us. Grandm^re received us 
after her own fashion with a vigorous — 

"Ah ! it is pretty to go out in this fine sunshine to 
kill mothers of families. Fi done. Monsieur Hector, 
I should have thought you had more heart." 

Soeur Amdie, who was there, shook her head and 
looked solemn, and asked how he would like to have 
that kind of thing done to himself, and whether he 
did not know that cruelty was a sin ? Madelon even 
must needs say her say as usual, and she jeered at 
the fine hunter who killed his brooding birds. But 
Hector did not seem to pay the least attention to any 
of them. He only looked absently in front of him 
while they talked, and slipped away almost imme- 
diately to the drawing-room, where I found him a 
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minute or two afterwards sitting at the foot of the old 
bookcase absorbed in M. BufTon. 

Grandmfere heard us there, and came vcu " No, no," 
she said, " no indulgences for people who permit them- 
selves to be selfish* The drawing-room is not for 
children. Shut the shutter." 

Hector got up, with a strange white, tired look on 
his face, and, without asking if he might take the book 
elsewhere, he replaced it in the bookshelf and left the 
room. I saw Grandm^re look curiously after him, and 
I longed to tell her that he was not obstinate or hard- 
hearted, but I did not dare. 

The granaries were open that day, and five minutes 
later Hector was singing at the top of his voice as he 
worked away with a wooden spade, helping the men to 
fill some sacks with wheat. 

We saw him ifrom the kitchen through the open 
doors above the stable, standing by a great brown 
heap of wheat, in his long-sleeved blue pinafore, 
with his ruddy hair all standing out in disorder round 
his head, and his face bright with the unwonted 
exercise. 

"There is one," said Madelon, "who doesn't put 
himself out for what people say." 

" It is greatly to be feared " Soeur Amdlie was 

beginning, when Grandmfere almost simultaneously 
answered Madelon. 
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" Well, and what would you have him do— go and 
whimper in a comer because we say to him a few 
sharp words which he deserves ? Ma foi ! it is a funny 
doctrine, and I prefer a little more activity." 

Soeur Am^lie said no more to Grandmfere; but I 
am sure she talked to other people, for, from that day, 
I could see that Hector had everywhere the reputation 
of being heartless. 

It used to make me angry to hear the neighbours 
say that the English were always cold-hearted ; but it 
is difficult to silence people's tongues, or to make them 
think what you would like them to think of those you 
love. 

In one way, however, this only drew me closer to 
Hector ; for I think there is nothing which binds you 
so close to any one as to be in the secret of his good- 
ness. 



CHAPTER XI. 

AFTER the aflfair of the lark, Irma seemed to take 
quite a dislike to Hector, and as she came up 
to Salaret twice every day to fetch her milk, she soon 
showed it enough for him to see, as well as I, what she 
felt It did not make a bit of difference to his ad- 
miration for her; he continued to like her just as 
much, and to think her as pretty as he had always 
thought her; and he used to hang about the yard and 
talk to her almost always when she came up to the 
house. I think her short answers and her rebuffs hurt 
him, because I used to see the same white, tired look 
on his face sometimes that I had seen the day Grand- 
m^re sent him out of the drawing-room ; but he never 
told me that they did, or gave any hint that he noticed 
her manner to him, except by just occasionally talking 
about himself as a kind of boy you couldn't expect 
people to care for much. 
We stuck to our resolution of setting no more 
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snares in the spring-time, and Hector continued day 
after day to practise bird-calls down in the woods, till 
he could at last imitate the cry of the lark and one or 
two others almost as well as Georges himself. I had 
not his ear or his voice, neither should I ever have 
had the patience to go on trying as he did, day after 
day, so I did not attempt to learn the bird-calls ; but 
it was a great delight to both of us to find that he 
really was succeeding. We certainly carried out the 

instructions of Monsieur B ^ the unknown author 

of the " Aviceptologie," for we spent the greater part 
of our time in the woods studying constantly the cries 
of the birds, and Hector endeavoured, as he was told, 
to follow their example punctually. We learned, 
sooner than I should have thought possible, to distin- 
guish between their cries of joy, their cries of alarm, 
and the songs with which they rejoiced in peace ; and 
often, as we sat together listening on a chestnut stump, 
I used to amuse Hector by making up whole stories 
out of the different cries we heard uttered and 
answered. Grandmbre did not mind how long we 
stayed out of doors, for I always took my spinning 
with me, and in ordinary seasons there was nothing 
special for Hector to do at the farm. She fancied, I 
believe, that we always stayed in the wood near the 
house ; but we did not really, for there was a particular 
kind of couch-grass which Hector wanted very much 
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for making whistles to imitate the cry of the owl, and 
we roamed through all the woods in the neighbour- 
hood in the hope of finding it We never succeeded in 
finding exactly the sort which the author of the "Avicep- 
tologie " recommended, but we found two or three other 
kinds, and in our search after it became by degrees 
acquainted with a great many of the grasses and 
flowers of our woods which I, at least, should probably 
never have known had it not been for Hector's 
activity. 

In these rambles too we used often to meet Dr. 
Charles of Portalouve, and he always took some kindly 
notice of us. He interested himself in our search 
after the couch-grass, and in fact joined in it, for he 
too was constantly hunting for specimens of our native 
plants. Whenever we met we used to ask news of 
each other of the couch-grass, and he used to look at 
the flowers we had gathered and tell us about them. 
Then, too, he was often hungry and far away from his 
dinner, and he used to delight us by simply accepting 
half of the bread and garlic, or curd cheese, with 
which we were generally provided. I have known 
since that his mother used to be vexed that he, whose 
parents were so well to do, should wander about the 
country like a poor man trusting to the chance of find- 
ing himself near some little country inn to eat ; but 
ne never was able to remember those things for him- 
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self, and it used to make us very happy to meet him, 
and have the chance of dividing our goiter into three 
parts instead of two. We always took care that his 
part should be the largest, and he used often to see 
that, and laugh and say, " Nevertheless, I accept ; I 
am hungrier than you ; " and then we could almost 
have hugged him for pleasure. 

One day we were all three sitting on a heap of 
stones by the roadside, eating bread and garlic, with 
a great bundle of faded flowers, and the specimen box 
and my distaff lying in the dust beside us, when a 
handsome carriage rolled slowly past, in which was 
one little shrivelled old man. He was wrapped up in 
a great-coat and scarf, though the day was so warm 
that we had been freely wiping our faces with our 
handkerchiefs just before he came up ; and when he 
saw Dr. Charles he stopped the carriage. 

" I know it is folly. Doctor, for me to be out/' he 
said in a thin, quavering voice, " but they told me my 
voice might be useful in the elections to the Conseils 
G^n^raux, and they dragged me from my chimney 



corner." 



'* There is no harm in that, monsieur; to move 
about a little will do you good. And how go the 
elections ? " 

" Badly, as badly as they can go. I knew it before- 
hand, and I told them it was useless to disturb our- 
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selves. What is the voice of a gentleman nowadays ? 
Worse than nothing amidst the common herd which 
takes pleasure in voting against him. I saw to-day, 
in the voting-hall a man who used to be my gar- 
dener, who is now a member of the town council, 
and whose vote is worth as much as mine. They say 
even that he has influence, and that the greater part 
of the town council votes with him. The elections 
have become a farce. I will occupy myself with 
them no more. May God watch over our unhappy 
country." 

Dr. Charles was looking very thoughtful. 

"I dare to believe, monsieur, that He will not 
abandon us," he replied, gravely. 

" What I wanted to speak to you about. Doctor, 
was that last medicine you sent me," continued the 
quavering voice. " It is not strong enough. I begin 
to think now that I need a tonic" 

" Tonics only serve to augment an evil, unless the 
system has been prepared to receive them," Dr. 
Charles replied, in the same thoughtful tone as before. 

" Then for Heaven's sake prepare my system," the 
old gentleman answered, impatiently ; and Dr. Charles 
seemed to wake up into sudden laughter, as he re- 
plied : 

" That's not so easy, monsieur, as at first sight it 
may seem." 
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A few more remarks were made about the medicine, 
and exercise, and a wholesome diet, and the carriage 
drove on, leaving Dr. Charles still half thoughtful, 
half amused. 

Hector had stood listening to the dialogue. 

" Is that one of your French aristocracy ?" he asked, 
as the carriage drove away. 

" Exactly. That is M. le Comte, of whom you must 
have heard Esquebesse speak." 

We all sat down and applied ourselves again to our 
bread and garlic in silence, till presently Hector's eye 
fell on the bundle of flowers in the road. " Suppose 
some giant collector was looking out for specimens of 
men and women," he said, ** and he happened to pick 
up M. le Comte, wouldn't he think we were a queer 
little lot, and wouldn't he be pretty well puzzled, too, 
to know how all the things in the world got done?" 

"Ay, indeed," Dr. Charles said. " And the same 
thing is but too true of many of our gentlemen of the 
old blood. They need a tonic badly, but who is to 
prepare their system?" 

" Is it idleness," Hector asked, " that makes them 
what they are?" 

" Esquebesse would tell you that idleness is at the 
bottom of most evils, for idleness is pretty sure to 
bring self-indulgence, and self-indulgence brings sel- 
fishness. Esquebesse has too much heart ever to have 
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worked for himself alone, therefore he thinks there is 
safety in work ; but I have seen industrious men only 
the more selfish because they have worked hard for 
themselves. They gratify their own wants so well, 
that they forget there are any other wants in the 
universe." 

Hector listened in the eager way in which he always 
did to anything which exercised his mind. 

"Yes," he said at once, "but he grinds the corn 
and people eat it, so that even if he doesn't care to be 
of use he is of use. That's better than a selfish 
gentleman." 

I knew, of course, that he was thinking of the miller, 
and what he said made me begin to think in my own 
heart that perhaps it was better not to be a gentleman, 
since a working-man had only to be honest and re- 
spectable in order to be of some use, and a gentleman 
might so easily be of no use at all. 

But Dr. Charles seemed interested by Hector's 
eagerness. 

" Yes," he said, " if we except a selfish lady," he 
patted my head kindly as he spoke, as though to show 
that he did not think me selfish, "a selfish gentleman 
is perhaps what there is of worst in the human species, 
for the same position which gives him advantages for 
himself, makes him necessarily an example and leader 
to many other people. The power of the cultivated 
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man is very great If he teaches nothing but selfish- 
ness he betrays his trust, and probably does, if we 
could calculate it, a great deal more harm than the 
ruffian who cuts his neighbour's throat for the sake of 
a few gold coins. On the other hand, we must re- 
member this : that if the power of the cultivated is 
enormous, it is great for good as well as for evil. 
Putting on one side the great deeds of history for 
which heroes have been found in all ranks, we have 
only to look round us honestly in any civilized country, 
and we see worthy and devoted gentlemen doing good 
which the poor and uncultivated, however well dis- 
posed, could never hope to achieve. There are gen- 
tlemen who do not cultivate themselves, then they or 
their children soon drop from the rank of their fore- 
fathers, and are lost in the mass of the uneducated. 
There are among the poor some who have the energy 
and the power to cultivate themselves; these rise, 
either in their own persons or the persons of their 
children, to the rank of gentlemen. I make no hard- 
and-fast line of aristocratic descent, but I call the mass 
of the rich and the cultivated gentlemen, and I maintain 
that in all civilized countries this great mass is doing, 
on the whole, enormous good. If you belong to it by 
birth, I would say hold on to it by every means in 
your power. Never abandon the possibilities for good 
with which you have been endowed. If you do not 
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belong to it by birth, strive to rise towards it — try to 
win a place for your children in the upper half of hu- 
manity. Knowledge and riches are an immense 
power. Men ought to be powerful ; and I would no 
more advise the ploughman to be content to remain 
ignorant and half brutalized, than I would advise the 
gentleman to be content to live on the reputation of 
his father's deeds. As for me, I respect what is above 
me, and my idea is that we should all go higher to- 
gether. After that, I am only a little middle-class 
doctor, and the idea of our aristocracy seems unfortu- 
nately to be that we should all go lower together. M. 
le Comte, you see, is not only determined to take no 
more interest in the elections himself, but he is angry 
that his gardener should take an interest in them either. 
Such things. Hector, when you see them in high places, 
are sad, but they bring home more and more the les- 
son that every man should set it before himself as an 
aim to add something to the knowledge and advan- 
tages of his fathers." 

There was something in Hector, I think, which 
made people talk to him in this way. He took so 
much interest in everything that went on round him, 
that he scarcely seemed at times like a child. People 
seemed to take pleasure in telling him their real 
thoughts, and I, going about always with him and lis- 
tening to his talks, got to know our nearer neighbours , 
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more intimately in a month or two with him than in 
all the years I had lived amongst them alone. This 
talk with Dr. Charles has remained in my memory, 
because it was, I think, the first thing which made me 
begin to feel myself what Hector felt — that we had 
special duties, because we were bom in what Dr. 
Charles called the upper half of mankind. I had 
always thought before that it was very lucky for me 
that Grandm^re wasn't poor, like some of the peasants 
about Salaret, who had to keep their children at work 
all day, and feed them chiefly on chestnuts like the 
pigs, and I had even wondered sometimes why I 
should have been so favoured ; but now I began to 
understand the balance of things, and to see that if I 
had better I ought also to do better. 

Dr. Charles said more than I have repeated about 
the use and power of cultivation. He told us, just as 
Esquebesse had done, how knowledge opened the 
heart, and made men feel the joys and sorrows of 
other people. He told us how much the poor people 
everywhere needed knowledge, and how much the rich 
were able, when they chose, to give it to them ; and 
after this day I never was inclined to think any more, 
as Hector had sometimes made me think, that perhaps 
it was better not to be a gentleman : I saw that the 
best was to be a gentleman, and a good gentleman. 

As Dr. Charles and Hector and I were going back 
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towards Salaret that day, we met Irma bringing her 
little brothers and sisters home from the infant school. 
They were all so small, that as she walked amongst 
them with her distaff raised, she reminded us of the 
goose-girls when they drive their flocks through the 
stubble-fields after the corn has been cut; and Dr. 
Charles said to her, laughingly, as we met — 

** You are bringing back all your little geese quite 
safe, Irma." 

** Yes, yes. Monsieur le Docteur," she replied, with 
her old bright smile, " and the Sisters tell me that they 
are good little geese, especially this one." She laid 
her hand kindly as she spoke on a little bullet head 
which reached but a short way above her knee, and 
received an affectionate rub in answer from the proud 
object of her praise. "That big one there is beginning 
to read words of two syllables. He can answer his 
questions nicely in his Histoire Sainte, and he can 
count well now. This one," and the hand went down 
again to the tiny creature at her knee, " can count up 
to ten, and sings like a little choir-boy/' 

" The big one there " was not seven yet ; and " this 
one " was between two and three. There were five 
altogether, and Irma looked at them so proudly and 
affectionately, that Dr. Charles said — 

" Why, Irma, to see you so pleased with them, one 
might think they were your own." 
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^^Hk! Monsieur le Docteur: they are as good as 
mine, since they are my brothers and sisters, and we 
must hold together. Without that, what would become 
of the family ? Heaven knows, I ask nothing better 
than to work hard and do my share towards maintain- 
ing them. But there are sacrifices before which one 
draws back/' 

Her face had grown grave while she was speaking. 

We did not understand what she meant, but Dr. 
Charles seemed to understand, for he said warmly and 
kindly — 

"At least, Irma, you have the sympathy of all 
people of heart, for when such sacrifices are not ne- 
cessary no one can wish to see them made; espe- 
cially if they involve the happiness of more than one 
person." 

The last words brought the colour so vividly back 
to Irma's cheeks, that without knowing quite what the 
sacrifice she spoke of could be. Hector and I were at 
once sure it had something to do with Georges. 

" Thank you, monsieur," she said. " You do me 
good. When one is alone, and then duty seems to 
put itself on the other side, it is hard sometimes to 
keep up one's resolution. Voyons, Jeanne, say * Bon- 
jour, monsieur et compagnie.'" 

Jeanne looked very shy for a moment, but as Irma 
insisted on the greeting, and the other children said it 
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boldly in chorus, Jeanne made her little curtsey to Dr. 
Charles. 

" Bonjour, monsieur," she said ; then to Hector, with 
mother curtsey, "Bonjour compagnie." And while 
we all laughed at the dignity to which Hector was 
raised, Irma caught her up in her arms and carried her 
away with a hearty kiss. 

We children longed to know what the sacrifice for 
her brothers and sisters, of which she had spoken, 
could possibly be. We would have given a good deal 
to ask Dr. Charles, but though we chattered to him 
quite freely about many things, we did not dare to ask 
him this, and it was not till he had left us that we gave 
our whole mind to conjectures upon the matter. The 
great secret seems to me now so simple, that I hardly 
know how we could help guessing it; but notwith- 
standing Hector's readings in his uncle's library, we 
were quite ignorant of such affairs, and the little brothers 
and sisters puzzled us completely. How Irma could be 
in any way called upon to, sacrifice herself for them was 
a wonderful mystery to us, and our guesses were wide of 
the mark till it struck me one day that we might go to 
the forge and ask Pierre. He would know, we felt 
sure, and we were not shy with him. He did know, 
and after assuring us that the matter could not in- 
terest us, and that children could not possibly under- 
stand such things, he told us that Lagrace was poor, 
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and found it hard to bring up his large family, 
and that there was an offer of a rich marriage for 
Irma with a middle-aged man, who was willing to 
take her without a marriage portion. Irma stuck 
still to Georges, but her parents told her it was her 
duty to think of her family, and that it was un- 
natural to think more of Georges, who was a stranger, 
than of the little brothers and sisters, who were her 
own flesh and blood. Every one blamed her, Pierre 
said, for resisting her parents' wishes ; but when oui 
hearts were beating fast with excitement over the story, 
and our hopes for Georges were very low, Pierre cheered 
us by the declaration that he, at all events, did not 
blame her. To his mind, he said, it was an abomin- 
able crime to take her from Georges and give her, all 
young and generous and pretty as she was, to a great 
clumsy fellow, old enough to be her father, who had 
never even suspected that there is an3rthing else to 
do in the world but to fill one^s own stomach and 
amass gold pieces. 

It is easy to imagine how indignantly we two echoed 
Pierre's opinion. Hector's astonished disgust knew no 
bounds, and Pierre said it did him good to talk 
to us ; that only children remained natural now-a-days. 
Hector would have liked to go straight away and tell 
Georges what they were doing. Pierre told him that 
that would be no use, for poor people were not like the 



i6o HECTOR. 



rich ; they had to sit still often and be patient, no 
matter what fretted their hearts. Georges could not 
leave his regiment, and it would only make him miser- 
able to know what Irma was suffering. But for the 
poor as for the rich, Pierre said " there is the justice of 
God, and we shall see yet if courage and good faith 
will not triumph over avarice and selfishness." 



CHAPTER XIL 

FROM this time the affair of George and Irma 
occupied our thoughts a great deal. But, as 
Jrma had said, people were too busy in the summer 
months to think about getting married, and we heard 
nothing more of it for a long time. 

The hay was cut, the cherry harvest had come and 
gone, the granaries at Salaret were filled again almost 
to bursting, and the worst heats of summer were over, 
when one Saturday afternoon Hector and I were 
down, as usual, at the forge. 

Except on the Saturdays' when Grandmfere took us 
to Cassagne, we hardly ever failed to spend part of 
that afternoon with Pierre. He called it his re- 
ception day. His friends were the peasants, and 
merchants, and pedlars, and tramps, who passed 
to and from the market, and though they gave him 
many a job as they went, it was not only for the plea- 
sure of seeing Pierre work, that we used to go on 

M 
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Saturdays to the forge. It was for the fun of hearing 
the gossip, and seeing the people pass by. I have 
thought since then that Pierre's Saturday reception 
was to us what newspapers are to grown-up people, 
with the difference that we got our news alive. He 
was such a general favourite that no one would have 
passed the forge without stopping to tell any interest- 
ing piece of gossip they knew, and the common re- 
marks of those who had nothing to tell, showed what 
subjects occupied people's thoughts. The crops in 
their various seasons, the weather, the goose fattening, 
the election, all formed in their turn the basis of 
Saturday conversation, and we used to think, then, if 
was a funny charm which made everyone speak of the 
same thing. If the farmer's wife from the nearest 
farm said, as she passed, " Good day, M. Pierre. What 
a wind for the orchards ; the ground was strewn with 
little pears under my big pear-tree this morning," then 
we knew that everyone who went by would tell us of 
the damage done to his orchard by the wind that 
night. And Pierre on his side would repeat from 
one to the other what each had suffered, till anything 
interesting, such as the blowing down of a tree or the 
striking of a branch by lightning, was known to all the 
parishes of the neighbourhood. 

As people trudged in laden in the early part of the 
day, they seldom stopped to talk ; but if Pierre hap- 
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pened to stand at the door of the forge, each gave 
some such bit of personal news as he went, and re- 
ceived two words in answer. It was in the afternoon 
that Hector and I loved to hang about the door. 
Then, as the merry groups clattered home with empty 
baskets, the girls and boys in their smart market 
clothes, rejoicing to be rid of their loads, and heads of 
families looking content to have the day's gain stowed 
away in some safe inner pocket, everyone was disposed 
to dawdle, and all the stories of the market were re- 
peated to us with comments and variations. Personal 
anecdotes and gossip were mingled then with business 
talk about seed-time and harvest, and Hector and I 
scarcely knew whether we enjoyed most to listen to 
the circle on the threshold of the forge, or to climb 
the mound at the opposite side of the road and look 
out for our friends as they came. We used to try 
which of us could recognize them best at a great dis- 
tance on the road, and though we sometimes made 
funny mistakes, there were people whom we always 
knew. Irma Lagrace was one. She used to walk so 
straight, and look so slim and neat in the sunshine which 
streamed through the poplars, that we never mistook 
her for any of the other girls of the neighbourhood, 
and her dark red skirt and white capeline made one of 
the spots of colour for which we used to look with the 
greatest interest ; Dr. Charles's carriage with the yellow 
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horse ; Esquebesse and his dogs were very welcome 
too ; but I think that our chief delight on Saturdays 
was to see Baptiste, the miller, go by. He had a 
heavy old horse who used to canter with his head 
down between his fore legs, and, though Baptiste had 
been pulling him for nearly twenty years, he had never 
succeeded in pulling his head up. So they went by 
fighting with each other every week, Baptiste bumping 
up and down in the saddle with the two white bags in 
which he brought home what he wanted from market, 
flying out on either side, his blouse filled with wind, 
and his face like a full-blown peony. He looked 
always so heavy and awkward and hot, that we who 
did not care for him used to get a great deal of amuse- 
ment out of the contrast between his figure and that 
of his little old servant Marie Anna, who went by 
every Saturday, too, on a donkey, with a big basket 
over her arm, looking so immovable in her saddle, that 
she and the donkey and the basket might all have 
been made of wood ; and who never failed to call out 
in her shrill, hard voice : 

" Has the miller passed this way?" 

On the particular Saturday of which I speak, people 
were very late in returning from the market ; the after- 
noon was wearing on, and we were still inside the 
forge, when we heard the voice of Marie Anna calling 
out as usual to know if the miller had yet passed by. 
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Pierre went out upon the threshold. 

" Not a living soul has passed since dinner-time," he 
said. " They have had enough, no doubt, of the great 
heat, and are waiting for the cool of the evening/* 
But we saw, while he spoke, that the stream of home- 
comers had set in, for the road so empty before was 
covered now with moving groups. 

"That's it," grumbled Marie Anna, "everything 
passes now before work. The weather is warm ; there 
is news at the market, and no matter what becomes of 
the work, so long as we take our ease like princes. It 
is time for these things to finish ; my master is losing 
his head." 

" There is news at the market ? " Pierre asked, and 
we children opened our ears for Marie Anna's answer. 

" They speak of nothing but the soldiers," she re 
plied. " It seems we are to have five or six thousand 
of them on our backs before long, stuffing themselves 
with our provisions, and helping themselves without 
Yes or No to all that there is of best in the country. 
Ah, I know what it is. They will pass like a pest. 
After them will come desolation. I have seen it. And 
over there, at the market, they are rejoicing like chil- 
dren because it is new." She spoke with all the con- 
tempt of experience for the ignorant, and we thought 
that the miller would have to be braver than he looked 
if he ventured to rejoice with her eye upon him. 
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"It is settled, then," said Pierre. "The soldiers 
come decidedly. And when must we expect to see 
them?" 

" Next month, just in the middle of the vintage. 
Six thousand of them to be quartered off and on for a 
month in this arrondissement of two thousand inhabit 
tants. Think if we shall have them into our very lofts ; 
and think what will remain to us of our crops after 
they are gone." 

" Allons^ Marie Anna. We mustn't judge them be- 
forehand. As for me, you know I have my nephew 
Georges in the army, and for his sake the soldiers 
shall be well received in my house." 

Georges's return had been our first thought when we 
heard the news, and we were radiant already. But 
Marie Anna was not to be appeased. 

" Much they will care," she croaked, "how they are 
received. It is the first time we have had such an 
occupation since you have known how to understand 
things, but I know. I have a good memory. I do 
not forget. They will pass like grasshoppers ; nothing 
will remain to us. The English themselves were not 
so bad as the French." 

" Bah ! we are not in time of war now. War 
changes the natures of men; but our soldiers are 
good. Que diablel They are the sons and the 
brothers and the nephews of people like ourselves. 
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and when they come in tired and footsore and hungry, 
and see there before them the master of the house, 
who bids them welcome, and pours them out a 
draught of good little white wine, they will say to 
themselves, * Tiens ! -it is like our father, or our bro- 
ther, or our uncle, down there at home;' they will 
drink to his health, and they will be ashamed to do 
anything in his house which they would not do in 
the house of their own relations.'' 

One or two other people had come up, and there 
was a murmur of assent to what Pierre said, only Marie 
Anna remained unconvinced, and Pierre continued : 

" When you saw soldiers here it was in time of war. 
Instead of saying to themselves, we shall soon return 
into our villages, and we shall be ashamed if we have 
done things that are disgraceful, they said to them- 
selves: *We are going into battle to be killed for 
something we don't care about at all. We have to 
give up our homes, and our families, and everything 
our hearts cling to. Then let us be merry and enjoy 
what we can take. It is only just for others to suffer 
in their turn.' Everyone can't be a hero, and despair 
makes monsters of men. Also after having killed men 
for duty, after having seen oneself splashed with human 
blood, after having marched over the bodies of your 
comrades, without paying attention to anything but the 
order of your commander to close up the ranks, your 
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moral ideas are so upset, that a little robbery and vio- 
lence seems of small account. Manoeuvres in time of 
peace are quite another thing. Then the soldier is a 
good honest fellow, who follows his trade like one of 
ourselves. And why should he exercise himself in 
arms? why should he sweat under the marches and 
counter-marches, which you will see when they are 
here ? why should he have always under his eyes the 
possibility that he will hear one day, * War is declared,' 
and will be sent with his pouch full of cartridges to 
fight upon our frontier? Why? That he may defend 
us, that we good bourgeois of Cassagne may sleep in 
our beds tranquil, and say to ourselves, * If the invader 
comes, the army is there ; the soldiers will give their 
lives for us/" 

The little circle had grown wider round the door of 
the forge, and Pierre's words were received with a sort 
of acclamation. 

" That's it, Pierre. You are right. We must think 
of that," rose in murmurs from one side and the other. 
And more than one mother whose son's life had been 
given, drew a brown hand across her eyes, and declared 
that for her part the soldiers were welcome. 

I could see that Hector was listening eagerly, and I 
felt much excited. Young as I had been at the time 
of the war, I remembered still the terrible scenes of 
desolation, when mothers and fathers came up to Sala- 
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ret, to tell Grand'mfere of the death of their children; 
I remembered, too, to have seen Grandmfere weep at 
the news of a great battle that was lost, and I felt for 
the moment, while Pierre was speaking, that I would 
have given everything I possessed to the soldiers. I 
think Hector felt something like that too, for his eyes 
glowed as he stood with his gaze rivetted on Pierre ; 
then, when Pierre had finished speaking, he looked 
with a sort of curious interest at the hard peasant faces, 
moved as they were with generous thoughts, and said 
to me, " I would like to be a soldier." Esquebesse 
made one of the circle to which Pierre had spoken, and 
he said : 

" What you say, Pierre, is very true. The French 
soldier does not serve for his own profit. All that he 
gets from the nation, besides his food and his clothes 
and his tobacco, is one little sou a day, and since for 
that he gives us everything, we need not grudge him 
once in a way a share of our good things. The 
billeting orders are that each officer is to have a room 
to himself, and the soldiers shelter and straw, and 
a place to light their fire, but we will receive them 
better than that. Everyone will do according to his 
means, and, for my part, so long as there is wine in 
the cellar, and vegetables in the garden, those who are 
billeted on me shall find their wine and their soup 
ready for them every day." 
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The hospitable feeling once expressed, seemed to 
spring up in all hearts, and everyone agreed that to 
give the soldiers their wine and soup was the least 
that those who could afford it might do. 

Hector whispered to me that Irma and her father 
had joined the group, and we looked at Irma with joy 
and congratulation in our faces, but she did not see 
us. She was listening with moist eyes and a bright 
spot of colour in each cheek. While expressions of 
sympathy were arising on all sides, mixed with de- 
clarations that in the neighbourhood of Cassagne the 
soldiers should not want, Baptiste the miller cantered 
up. 

**Well," he said. "It is lucky for us that the 
splendid summer has ripened all the crops early. We 
shall get in the maize without loss. But, in spite of 
the fine weather, it is a bad look-out for those whose 
wealth is in vines." 

"Why so ?*' asked one or two whose vineyards were 
well known. 

" Why ? Because if those rascals of soldiers are to 
be here in the first week of October, you must begin 
to cut the grapes at once, otherwise you will make no 
wine this year." 

"There is what I said," murmured Marie Anna. 
" He has some good sense in spite of all.'* 

" Do you suppose they will respect property ?" Bap- 
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tiste went on. " Not they ; they will help themselves. 
to what they like. After their passage the gardens, 
and vineyards will be as bare as my hand. This is 
what comes of your good-for-nothing Republicaa 
government. With all their talk about peace, they bind 
on our backs military burdens we never had before. 
But the soldiers whom they quarter on me shall not 
desire to return, I promise you that" 

Baptiste was evidently out of temper ; his words fell 
like a chill on the enthusiasm of the little assembly* 
Faces which a minute before had been looking tender 
and generous, became suddenly careworn and hard 
again. People turned somewhat anxiously towards 
him, and no one answered till Esquebesse took his pipe 
out of his mouth and said quietly : 

" They will not touch the vines. Government has 
taken strong measures to prevent damages." 

I learnt then how true it is that there are two sides 
to every question. Before Baptiste came up, everyone 
seemed to agree with Pierre, and to wish to be generous 
to the soldiers. Now that Baptiste advised them ta 
be selfish, a number seemed suddenly to change 
round to his view, and to think it best to be selfish, as 
he said. Irma^s father was one of them. 

" For my part," he said, " I am of the opinion of the 
miller. What is happening to us is a misfortune from 
which we shall take a long time to recover. Why 
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should we stint our children to give wine and soup to 
soldiers ? Already to have them here is ruin enough, 
and as for me, I will give nothing but what the 
law obliges." 

Irma flushed, but a woman who had spoken of her 
boys in the army, cried out : 

" It is all one. They are our sons, and we owe 
them something. Especially you, M. Lagrace. You 
have young sons ; their turn will come, and one day 
you will be glad if you can think in your heart, * Eh 
bien I when I had the chance, I did what I could for 
the soldiers.'" 

The discipline of the mktairie would have forbidden 
Irma to say a word in answer to her father, but this 
woman seemed to express just what Irma felt, for the 
flush of vexation faded partially away, and there came 
a bright grateful look into her eyes. 

" I don't think, papa," she ventured, " that Valentin 
or Maurice will ever be good-for-nothings or robbery." 

Her voice was so low and sweet after the loud argu- 
mentative tones, that all eyes turned towards her. 
But her father seemed vexed, and answered sharply : 

" Do me the pleasure to be silent. It is not for the 
children to mix themselves up with affairs which con- 
cern their fathers. Yes," he continued, sarcastically, 
" the young girls who think of nothing but dressing 
themselves up smart, and running out to see the grand 
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parades, and to hear the military masses, will welcome 
the soldiers, but their parents have a little more fore- 
sight. They know what it is to have their vineyards 
stripped, and their poultry robbed, and their gardens 
ravaged. They know that they will pay dearly for a 
few grand sights. And it won't be the young girls 
who will sing, either, after the soldiers are gone. 
Those who respect themselves will remain close in 
their fathers' houses, and will think rather of the mis- 
fortune of their parents than of their own pleasure." 

Irma dropped her eyes quietly to her knitting while 
her father was speaking, but when he had finished, 
and the miller from his place of elevation on the 
horse's back called out : 

" That's it. The women should show the soldiers 
we don't want them in the country." 

She flashed up at him such a glance of dislike, that 
Hector and I saw plainly she shared our feeling 
against the fat egoist. 

The arguments for and against the soldiers could 
not go on for ever. People had to be moving home. 
So after Pierre and Esquebesse had said a little more 
in their favour, and the miller a good bit more against 
them, the little circle round the forge broke up, and 
group after group went away through the lengthening 
shadows, to spread in their various villages the great 
news that the soldiers were coming. 
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As Irma and her father were moving away, we no- 
ticed with some excitement that Hector's tramp, who 
seemed to find profit in passing up and down this par- 
ticular road, had been listening on the outskirts of the 
little crowd. 

" Ah ! you are perfectly right,*' he said to the miller, 
who had dismounted, and was walking beside Lagrace. 
"*' You will see queer things when the soldiers are here. 
I know them, I." 

Then Irma*s repressed irritation burst suddenly out, 
and, turning upon him, she said, with a sort of fury, 
before the miller had time to speak : 

" What can you know about good people? You are 
z. scoundrel \ go away." 

After that she walked on fast towards the farm 
alone, knitting swiftly as she went, with the hot colour 
flaming in her cheeks. 

As for us, our excitement was beyond words. After 
having thought at first only of Georges, we had now 
taken in the great fact that in another week or two the 
country would be swarming with soldiers, if everyone 
were to have them in their houses, we also should 
have some at Salaret, and, after watching the last 
group leave the forge, we ran home up the lane, burst- 
ing with anxiety to tell Grandm^re the great news, 
and to find out how she meant to receive our soldiers. 



CHAPTER XIIi: 

FOR the next few days we could think of nothing 
else but soldiers. Grandm^re entered to a great 
extent into our feelings ; and, though she smiled at 
our enthusiasm, and declared herself too old now to 
be excited about new things, she patted my head and 
said that she liked to see my cheeks burning, for 
generous blood was easily stirred when it was young. 
She soon set our hearts at rest as to the manner in 
which she meant to receive her soldiers, for, the very 
first evening, when we ran home fresh from the dis- 
cussion at the forge and repeated all we could remem- 
ber, she said that Pierre and Esquebesse had spoken 
well, and she had declared, before Jean and Madelon 
and one or two farm labourers, that any of the 
metayers who wished to obtain favour from her, would 
do well to receive the soldiers hospitably. In the 
course of the next day, some of the metayers came up 
to Salaret to ask what she thought about cutting the 
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grapes, and her answer to the first made us perfectly 
happy. People would do what they liked, she said, 
about their own grapes, but she hoped that she might 
never see the day when the vintage began on her land 
before the second week in October. In the good old 
times when she was young, the grapes were never cut 
till the first frost had touched them, and fires had to 
be lit in the vineyards to warm the hands of the grape- 
cutters. People had grown soft since then ; she gave 
in to custom so far as to let her vintage begin in the 
middle of October, and the wine was none the better 
for it. A day sooner it should not begin if all the 
armies in France were going to march over her vine- 
yards. Moreover, for the benefit of such metayers as 
had grapes of their own, over which she had no 
control, she very frankly expressed her opinion that 
those who had not the courage and good faith to 
await in patience the proper seasons, but tried to 
snatch gifts from the hand of God before His own 
time came for bestowing them, were likely to suffer for 
their greediness. 

We children remembered to have heard Pierre 
say almost the same words about Georges' and 
Irma*s love-affair ; and, hearing Grandm^re say them 
now, we hoped the more for Irma. Soeur Amdlie did 
not take the same view as Grandm^re of the soldiers. 
It was the duty of everyone, she said, to receive them 
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properly ; but she used to lament in mysterious half- 
sentences the terrible misfortunes which the soldiers 
would bring upon the country, the wickedness they 
would introduce, the ruin and misery they would leave 
behind ; till, one day, when we were all standing at the 
door of the kitchen after lessons, and she had been 
angering Hector and me by talking as though soldiers 
were, one and all, messengers of Satan, Hector said, 
in his quiet matter-of-fact way : 

" I suppose you haven't ever been in love with a 
soldier, have you, ma Soeur ? " 

" Mon Dieu ! Mon Dieu ! " exclaimed Soeur Am^ie ; 
" what questions to come into a child's mind. Posi- 
tively he is possessed. I, a sister of charity, to 

But it is frightful ! Did anyone ever hear such things 
spoken of? " ^ 

She took out her handkerchief and wiped her face, 
and Grandm^re said : 

" There, there, ma Soeur ! the child meant no harm ; 
he doesn't understand these things." 

Hector went stolidly on : 

" Because, if you had ever been in love with a sol- 
dier, you'd understand much better about them being 
good, and you'd be longing for them to come too, and 
turning red, like other people, when you heard them 
spoken of, and looking so awfully pretty. Have you 
ever been in love with anyone ? " 

N 
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This last question was shot out suddenly but delibe- 
rately, and the effect upon Soeur Am^lie was so dread- 
ful, that, in spite of my anger against her, I could 
hardly forgive Hector for the irresistible chuckle of 
laughter which burst from him. 

She literally gasped for breath, and, with both hands 
up before her withered face, she cried out, " Oh ! oh !" 
in a voice which did not sound to me like hers at all, 
but like the voice of someone who had been badly 
hurt The next instant she was all herself, shocked 
and astonished, reddening, gesticulating, flapping the 
wings of her comette, as she declared that that child 
was a " demon, a true little demon ;" but she looked 
so miserably uncomfortable, that Grandmfere said : 

"It is all one, ma Soeur. There is nothing to agi- 
tate yourself about if in the past you have had your 
experience. There are many things in life, and, with 
the rest, a little love comes in turn to all of us. Go 
along out of doors now, children, and talk no more 
stupidities." 

Hector had another burst of chuckling as we went 
down the lane. 

- " I don't see anything so amusing," I said, rather 
indignantly, " I think you hurt her." 

When he saw I wasn't amused he stopped laughing, 
and said, " Why shouldn't I ? It served her right for 
saying nasty things. Girls always think that they may 



N 
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hurt as much as they like, and that it is a great shame 
if anyone hurts them back again." 

Soeur Am^lie never abused the soldiers again in 
Hector's presence, but I am sure she disliked him all 
the more from that time. He said he thought people 
were silly who minded about being disliked when they 
were able to do the things they really wanted to do. 
It was like wanting to buy without paying the money. 
I understand better now what he meant, but I suppose 
I always was silly, for I minded very much not only 
about being disliked myself, but about him being dis- 
liked also. 

That same day Hector said he wanted to see Bap- 
tiste's mill at work, and we went down immediately 
after dinner through the woods. The river wound 
past Lagrace's m^tairie, and as we went we saw La- 
grace and his family in the vineyard cutting grapes. 
Hector asked Irma why she did it. 

"I obey my fathet," she said, sadly. "We are very 
poor, and he is afraid because of the soldiers." 

The m^tairie did look poor with its weather-stained 
walls and broken shutters, and patched clothes hang- 
ing out to dry upon a line. We were struck by the* 
contrast between it and the mill, for the miller's land 
came next after Lagrace's on the river bank. The 
wheel was not at work when we reached the mill, and 
the stream spread out into a clear full pond under the 
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chestnut trees above the dam. The trees were laden 
with fruit that year, the woods were already turning 
gold, and the red-tiled mill, which was reflected with 
them in the clear still water, seemed a rich and com- 
fortable place to live in. 

Baptiste looked like a rich and comfortable miller, 
too, when we got round to the front of his house and 
saw him in his dining-room. It was a festival day 
apparently at the mill, for at ordinary times Baptiste 
dined in the kitchen, and he was not alone. We saw 
through the vine-covered frame of the open window 
the round table set in the middle of the low dining- 
room with its dessert and wine bottles. The miller, 
with his back to the big sideboard, leaned forward on 
the table smoking a cigarette, and leisurely stirring his 
cup of coffee, while on one side of him sat Marie 
Monthez, and on the other a nice-looking woman, 
whom we instantly guessed to be her mother. The 
smoke from his cigarette curled over their heads ; they 
looked very much at their ease. In the kitchen, on 
the other side of the passage, Marie Anna was clat- 
tering the dishes in a way which with Madelon at 
home meant temper. 

We did not wish to disturb the miller, so we went 
rniirrjj|||Mie back and asked Marie Anna if he were 
going -^^ork the mill that day. She didn't know 
anything about it, she said, nor about him either, it 
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seemed. She used to be of opinion that he had in- 
herited a little common-sense from his parents, but 
since he had taken to giving dinner-parties in the 
middle of the week, and to behaving like a young 
fool of twenty, she found that she had been mistaken. 
For her part she had had enough of it, and if things 
were to be conducted like this, the sooner she went 
home to her son the better. 

She said all this as much to her dishes as to 
us, and Hector, who was anxious to find out about 
the mill, thought he would pacify her I suppose by 
saying : 

" Oh, well, when the miller is married you will be 
able to go home to your son quite comfortably." But 
his remark had anything but a pacifying effect. Marie 
Anna dashed a plate into the plate-rack. 

" When the miller is married ! " she exclaimed, con- 
temptuously. " He's not married yet, and won't be 
at Martinmas if he doesn't change his tactics, great 
fool. Not knowing what he wants. Ah ! if his mother 
was here she'd soon bring him to reason. Talk to me 
of men ; they are all the same. From the day of their 
birth to the day of their death they must have women 
to arrange their affairs. First we must feed them, and 
then we must serve them, then we must nurse them, 
and in the end they generally have the ingratitude to 
-die first, and to leave us with a coffin to contemplate. 
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asking ourselves if it was all worth while. I know 
them, allez \ IVe seen them all round/' 

Marie Monthez opened the door of the dining-room 
opposite, and came into the kitchen as the last words 
were being uttered. 

" What do you say, foster-mother ? " she asked in 
Gascon. And we saw at once that whoever Marie 
Anna was angry with, it was not with Marie Monthez* 

" I say," she replied, with as near an approach to 
good-humour as she often displayed, "that those 
women who are not yet bothered with a man to look 
after, would do very well to keep their independence* 
If only they knew what it is, they wouldn't be in a 
hurry to slip on their wedding-rings. Some men may 
have qualities, but the foundation of them all is the 
same, egoism, egoism, always egoism. After that, 
what's the good of talking ; I've talked for forty years, 
and I've never prevented a marriage that I know of." 

Marie Monthez laughed. 

" Shall I tell you why ? " she asked ; " because you 
speak to human nature, and you forget one half of it. 
If men like to receive, women like also to give, and 
everything arranges itself quite simply." 

"Women like you, I daresay," grumbled Marie 
Anna. " Not women like me. I'd like to take them 
by the hair and knock their heads together, when I 
see them imbecile and self-glorious as they are* 
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There, don't speak of them ! IVe lived all my life 
with a man under my nose, till I have finished by 
having a horror of the whole lot I What do they want 
now in the dining-room ? " 

" They don't want anything," said Marie Monthez. 
" But we have sat there long enough^ and I came out 
to have a chat with you. First give me the keys, and 
I will go and fetch those fine shirts I was mending last 
time." 

" Go ! go ! It is not I who would mend them in 
your place," muttered Marie Anna as Marie Monthez 
mounted the stairs, swinging the bunch of keys on her 
forefinger as she went. 

We had been waiting all this time near the open 
door of the yard, not quite knowing whether to go or 
stay j but Marie Anna did not pay the smallest atten- 
tion to us. She set a plate for herself on the end of 
the kitchen table, and having taken a large loaf of 
bread from the cupboard, and a little red earthen pot 
from the fire, she proceeded to eat her soup with the 
utmost unconcern. I began to feel that our attempt 
to see the mill was a failure, and I glanced at Hector 
to see whether he thought of retiring, but he had 
pulled his beloved Aviceptologie from his pocket, and 
was already seated on the doorstep, reading with an 
unconcern quite equal to that with which Marie Anna 
was eating her dinner. 
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It was rather uncomfortable to Sit there waiting 
between them, and I was wishing that Marie Monthez 
would come down again, when the inner door of the 
kitchen opened and the miller appeared, looking very 
jovial and full of dinner. 

" Marie Anna," he said, " I would like, that is, we 
would like a little glass of brandy after our coffee." 

Marie Anna paid no attention. She did not seem 
to see him or hear him till he had repeated his re- 
quest. Then she lifted her head from her soup-plate, 
and remarked sharply that she should have thought 
two bottles of good wine was enough expense to make 
for dinner on a working day. 

" I told you, Marie Anna, that I had good reasons 
for giving this dinner," he urged, with the manner of 
one who wishes to give no offence. "And since 
brandy is asked for, you would not have me refuse it?" 

" Madame Monthez has asked for brandy ? " 

" I don't say Madame Monthez asked for it," he 
answered, reddening like a schoolboy under her sharp 
eyes. ** But after all, the brandy is mine ; I have a 
right to drink it if I please." 

" Oh, certainly, you will do what you please ! You 
may use your brandy to wash the clothes with, if you 
like, and it will be all one to me. Are your affairs my 
affairs ? Not at all ! I shall soon have left you to 
throw your money out of the windows at your plea- 
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^re. And I promise you that then it won't be only 
by these windows it will go," she nodded towards the 
front of the house, " but by those." 

The miller followed her hand with his eyes, as she 
pointed with an expressive jerk of her thumb to the 
windows of the back kitchen, and perhaps he saw in 
his mind all the old women in the neighbourhood 
coming in to rob him when she was no longer there to 
defend his substance, for he said, in a very humble 
voice : 

" It is true, Marie Anna, it is true. I know that if 
you were not there they would rob me on all sides. 
Nevertheless, we have a good store of that '58 brandy 
in the cellar. It is not often that I open a bottle, and 
I would like to complete the dinner." 

Marie Anna muttered something in her plate. I 
did not hear it. He did apparently, for he lost pa- 
tience, and said, with his red face growing redder : 

*' Enfin, Marie Anna, I am the master here, and I 
have the right to take my ease when I like." 

"Oh yes, you are the master here !" she answered 
sarcastically. And as if that statement had made an 
end of the matter, she took up her spoon and applied 
herself wholly to her soup. 

" You have the keys ? " he asked, after waiting un- 
easily for a minute. 

" No, I have not." 
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** Well ! you will bring the brandy ? " and, glad to 
escape, he retreated towards the door. 

But at this Marie Anna raised her head indignantly. 

"Very certainly I will not bring the brandy I" she 
exclaimed. " What ! in addition to all my other 
work, I am to trudge now up and down to the cellar 
for you. Since when have you become such a fine 
gentleman that you cannot enter your own cellar. Ah ! 
if your parents could see you they would say truly it 
was worth while to bring up a son with order and 
common-sense. Go your own way ! Go your own 
way ! There will soon be no cellar for you to enter." 

She rose as she spoke, and proceeded to wash her 
plate and glass and spoon at the sinL 

**A thousand pests be upon women. How does 
she expect me to go to the cellar when she won't give 
me the keys ! " the miller muttered half under his 
breath. But I don't think Marie Anna heard that, as 
she had grown a little deaf with increasing age ; and 
though he abused her, he knew, I suppose, that she 
did not mean to let him have what he wanted, and 
that he might as well give in soon as late, for aloud he 
only said : 

**0h, well, Marie Anna, perhaps you are right. 
Brandy is not necessary after dinner, and it is pro- 
bable that Madame Monthez does not care for it. 
She is very sober in eating and drinking." 
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He gave one rueful glance at the cellar-door, and 
with disappointment spreading on his broad red face, 
he went away. 

I wondered for a moment if Marie Anna was going 
to relent and call him back. Far from doing anything 
of the sort, she remarked to her plates as the door 
closed after him : 

. " Quite the contrary ! Madame Monthez likes a 
little glass of cognac after her coffee better than most 
people. But it is not I who will help to soften her 
for your silly plans. May she keep some common- 
sense, I ask no more." 

Hector had looked up from his book while this 
little scene was taking place, and at the sight of Marie 
Anna, with her sharp hooked nose and little withered 
bare arms, victoriously perched on a stool by the sink, 
while the big miller slunk shamefaced away, he whis- 
pered to me that she was like one of the hens at 
home driving our big dog Marius out of the yard. 
Marie Monthez came down again while we were both 
laughing. She asked what was amusing us, and 
Hector, with the perfect frankness and simplicity he 
always showed towards people whom he liked, told 
her at once what it was. I was afraid she might be 
vexed, but his description of the scene made her 
laugh too. 

"Poor M. Baptiste," she said; "people laugh at 
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him, and Marie Anna ill-treats him shamefully, but he 
is good underneath, and if he fell into good hands, 
he would astonish everyone by all he would do. It 
was not amiable of you to refuse him his brandy," she 
added to Marie Anna, " and if you play him such 
tricks, it is not astonishing that he should become 
egoist to defend himself." 

Nevertheless, she did not attempt to get the brandy 
for him, but settled down quietly to her work, and we 
children, hoping that without brandy there was more 
chance of the miller returning to his work that day, 
sauntered off to inspect as we could the outside of the 
milL 



CHAPTER XIV. 

IT was uninteresting to wander about looking at the 
outside of a mill which was not at work, and, when 
Hector had examined the wheel, and climbed on the 
gate which shut the water off, and looked long enough 
down the narrow channel where, when the mill was 
working, the now quiet water rushed and foamed, we 
sauntered into the chestnut woods to peer about after 
our usual fashion. 

The bracken was high under the trees, and here 
and there I remember a tall rose-coloured fox-glove 
caught the light, and seemed to glow in the green gold 
haze which the strong afternoon sun spread round us 
through the woods. There were not many birds, but 
the squirrels were at work in the branches of the beech 
and chestnut trees, and we were soon so interested in 
watching them and in racing along the ground with 
our heads in the air trying to keep pace with their 
flying progress through the tree-tops, th^t we took very 
little heed of time, and would have entirely forgotten 
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the mill and the miller, had we not, later in the after- 
noon, seen the miller walking in the wood. 

He was talking to somebody, and, to our very great 
surprise, we saw, as we drew nearer, that that some- 
body was Hector's tramp. Just as we came in sight, 
the miller gave him a piece of money, and said : 

" And as much more if you succeed in taking it. I 
will not touch it myself, — I don't want it, — only there 
is no harm in trying all means ; and before I pay you, 
you understand that I must see it." 

" Be easy," said the tramp ; and at that moment, 
the miller caught sight of us. 

We were staring at him in such a rude, curious way, 
that I didn't wonder he looked vexed, but he seemed 
really, as Marie Monthez said, better than people 
thought him, for he only spoke a little more sharply 
to the tramp as he bid him be off now, and understand 
that that was the last money he would get for a long 
time, and to us he said that he understood we wanted 
to see the mill at work, and if we liked he would 
show it to us now — he was going in to turn the water on. 

We had given up hoping to see the mill that after- 
noon, and this unexpected proposal completely put the 
tramp out of our minds. We went back with delight 
by Baptiste's side, and in the powdery rooms and 
white floured staircases of the mill we forgot even our 
objections to the miller himself. 
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Once the mill was at work, he said, he would have 
to attend to his business, but he showed us over every- 
thing before he turned the water on, and then he took 
us into a little room above the mill wheel, from the 
windows of which he told us to watch the rush of the 
water. It had one window nearly over the wheel, and 
another from which we could look across the mill-pond 
up the river. Some children were throwing sticks into 
a chestnut tree on the right-hand shore of the mill- 
pond ; and we recognized the Baptiste that we knew 
in the displeasure with which the miller caught sight 
of them. He forgot for a moment both us and the 
mill, and exclaimed angrily: 

" What are those children doing there ? They seem 
to be taking strange liberties with my trees !" 

They were indeed taking strange liberties, for as 
stick after stick flew up into the tree, the half-ripe 
chestnuts pattered down amid cries of delight from the 
children, and as each bright splash announced a bunch 
of nuts in the water, there was a rush to the edge of 
the pond and an outstretching of hands and sticks to 
save it, a holding on of some to the pinafores of others, 
and shouts of triumph over every rescue. It was 
evident that no thought of concealment spoilt the fun, 
and the joyous excitement was so infectious that 
Hector looked up with sparkling eyes, expecting the 
miller himself to sympathize when five little blue-pina- 
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fored figures formed themselves into a chain, and five 
little round faces glowed with interest to see the fore- 
most pair of arms stretched to their furthest in the en- 
deavour to fish up a fine bunch of prickly husks which 
the current was carrying slowly and surely out of reach. 
The miller was not to be touched with sympathy of 
that kind. 

" They are the little Lagraces," he said, in the wor- 
ried tone of one who announces a misfortune. " It is 
Marie Anna who will soap their heads if she catches 
them." 

He left us as he spoke, but we were too much in- 
terested in the chestnut-gathering to care for the 
moment about seeing the mill-wheel turn. The bunch 
of prickly husks could not be saved. It was abandoned 
to the river, and with renewed energy a shower of 
sticks was flung again into the chestnut-tree. Down 
came the nuts on every side, the riper ones bursting as 
they fell, and making with their snow-white linings 
bright points of light upon the ground. The children 
ran hither and thither to gather the treasure, and 
Hector and I were laughing to see them, almost as 
merrily as jthey laughed, when a great shower of nuts 
fell m the water. There was a leaping of bright drops 
in the sun, a widening of glassy circles on the water, a 
burst of joyous shouts from the children, a confused 
rush to the river-side, then suddenly a heavy splash. 
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and all the mixed sounds joined in one loud cry of fear 
and grief. 

I scarcely saw what had happened. One of the 
smallest had fallen in. The others, in a miserable 
group, were stretching vainly the little hands and 
sticks which a moment before had proved too short to 
secure the floating chestnuts. 

"Oh, and the water's deep," I cried, "the water's 
deep:" 

Hector was already standing on the window-sill, his 
pinafore and coat thrown off. 

'*Tell them not to turn on the water," he said. 
And before I knew what he was going to do, there 
was another splash on our side of the pond I thought 
Hector too would die ; the mill seemed to rock with 
me, the sky and the river and the trees all mixed and 
whirled before my eyes. The next instant his head 
came up above the water. I saw the sunlight on his 
face as he struck out with steady strokes for the op- 
posite shore. I understood that he knew how to 
swim, and I never shall forget the feeling of faith I 
had suddenly in his strength. 

I shouted with all my force across the pond to the 
other children. 

"Do not be afraid. He will save her." Then, 
without a moment's delay, I ran to stop, as he had 
bid me, the turning on of the water. The miller had 

o 
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shown us on the way up the place where he stood to 
turn the water on. I made myself remember it as I 
ran down the little stairs, and I reached the spot just 
in time to put my hand on the arm of the miller's 
man, who was going to work. 

I told him what had happened. I asked where the 
miller was. He said the miller had just gone up 
round the pond. Then he seized a rope that was 
lying at hand, and we both ran out over the little 
bridge, and as fast as we could go in the direction of 
the chestnut-tree. 

But even to run as we did through the mill garden 
and along the bank took a long time. Before we 
reached the chestnut-tree we were no longer needed, 
for as we mounted the bit of rising ground which led 
to it, we saw Hector already on the bank, sturdily 
running in the direction of the mill, the water pouring 
in little streams from his shirt and trousers, but a 
dripping child in his arms, and the group of brothers 
and sisters, silent and awe-stricken, trotting after him. 
It was little Jeanne Lagrace whom he had saved. 
She was insensible, and I think that even then he 
was not sure that he had saved her, for he took no 
notice of anything, and did not seem to see us or 
to hear our voices as he hurried on towards the 
house, with his white face set strong and firm like 



a man's. 
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We had not seen the miller. He met us almost at 
the threshold 

" What is this ? " he cried ; *' what is this ? How 
wet you are ! " And then, filling up the doorway with 
his burly form, ** Don't go in, you will make a mess, 
and Marie Anna will be furious." 

We could not pass him, and Hector spoke for the 
first time : 

" Bother Marie Anna, and you too. Stand aside 1 '' 

The order was given with such decision that Bap- 
tiste did stand aside, and reddening and protesting 
followed us through the dining-room, as Hector 
walked on without hesitation into the guest-chamber 
of the mill. There on the best bed in the middle of 
the best coverlet he laid the wet unconscious child, 
and while the miller tried in vain to defend himself 
from the sarcasms of Marie Anna, who came from the 
kitchen at the noise. Hector appealed to Marie Mon- 
thez and her mother to do what should be done. They 
quickly undressed little Jeanne, and though Marie 
Anna could not resist the temptation of scolding the 
miller, all the time she too was active in help. The 
brandy which had been refused to Baptiste was pro- 
duced in a moment, hot blankets were made ready, 
and before long little Jeanne, warm and comfortable 
in bed, opened her eyes, and on seeing so many 
strange faces began to cry. 
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Hector had stood silent and watchful all this time 
at the bottom of the bed, having pulled oflf his wet 
stockings, and pooh-poohed the notion of changing 
anything else. Now he said : 

"Shalllfetchlrma?" 

It was the most natural thing to do, but his words 
seemed to embarrass everybody. The miller and 
Madame Monthez looked uncomfortable ; Marie Anna 
lifted up her head and sniffed audibly. 

It was Marie Monthez who said, as she raised her- 
self from the pillow where she had bent to comfort 
Jeanne : 

** Yes, fetch Irma. She will soon console the little 
one." And in the very quiet way she said it and bent 
again over the child, I could see that there was some- 
thing strange. 

Hector was off like a swallow, with X:^o of the little 
Lagraces at his heels. Marie Anna wanted to turn out 
the other two also, but Marie Monthez again interfered : 

"No, let them stay, Marie Anna; they are doing 
no harm." 

*' And my floor that I washed yesterday," grumbled 
Marie Anna; "it might be a maize-field. Look at 
the dirt ; and water everywhere ! " 

But Marie Monthez did not seem to care. She 
only asked Marie Anna to go and make some broth 
for Jeanne. 
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Marie Anna went muttering to the kitchen, and if 
the broth was good in proportion to the noise she 
made with the pots while she prepared it, it must have 
been very good indeed. The house rang to the sound- 
ing blows of iron kettles on the kitchen hearth, for in 
bur room there was absolute silence. Madame Mon- 
thez, having put the room tidy, sat knitting in the 
armchair; the miller stood and looked out of the 
window, with the light shining through his great ears, 
so that they glowed like poppies on either side of his 
head. Marie Monthez bent down again till her cheek 
touched little Jeanne's upon the pillow. 

The grown-up people being so quiet, we children 
did not dare to move, and the time seemed very long 
to me before a sound of footsteps in the passage an- 
nounced Hector's return. The miller turned round 
from the window, and the next moment Irma was on 
the threshold of the bedroom. 

She stood for one moment, flushed, hesitating, — 
looking, I thought, as though she did not like to come. 
The next, little Jeanne had seen her, and held out her 
arms, and Irma was at the bedside hugging the child 
tight and close to her breast. 

** Poor little thing," she murmured, " you were ter- 
ribly frightened. It is all one, — I love you well, — and 
now you are safe, safe in Irma's arms." 

" It doesn't hurt now," little Jeanne said, patting 
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Irma's cheeks contentedly, but as the clasp of Irma's 
arms was loosened, she clung to her imploring, " You 
won't go away. Take me home, take me home, too ; 
I don't want to stay here." 

Tears and sobs came again. It seemed that the 
worst part of the fright to the little shy creature was 
the finding herself suddenly in a strange room, full of 
strange people, and Irma, as she comforted her, made 
her excuses. 

" You must forgive her," she said, looking for the 
first time at the miller and Madame Monthez. **She 
is too young to understand that she owes you grati- 
tude. I thank you very much for all you have done- 
If my father were here, he would thank you better."" 
She held herself straight and tall while she spoke, and 
kept the child clasped close against her. I could not 
think what was the matter, but somehow she did not 
look to me like the Irma who came to fetch the milk 
every day. 

" It is a pleasure to me to serve you with my house,"" 
the miller said ; and when I remembered that he had 
wanted to keep us out, and that he hadn't done any- 
thing at all for little Jeanne, I thought that he need 
not have been in such a hurry to take her thanks for 
himself " Also, it will be a pleasure to me to serve 
you now if I can do anything for you." 

"Thank you, M. Baptiste, I need nothing." 
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The miller was gazing at Irma stupid and open- 
mouthed. She had run down with Hector just as she 
was, in her short brown working dress, with the sleeves 
rolled up to the shoulders. The dress was a little open 
at the throat on account of the heat, and under the 
gold-coloured handkerchief which she wore twisted 
round her head, her hair had slipped in dark coils 
upon her neck. Jeanne had nothing on at all but one 
very small white garment, and, as Irma stood there by 
the dull green hangings of the bed with the child in 
her arms, she made me think suddenly of a picture 
that hangs over the altar in the lady chapel at Cas- 
sagne. I don't know if the miller felt the same strange 
sort of respect for her that I felt; Marie Monthez 
thought her beautiful I am sure, for she sat looking at 
her steadily for a long time before she rose from her 
seat in the shadow of the curtain and said, in her 
sweet, quiet voice : 

" You would like to take her away ; I will go and 
see if her clothes are dry." 

There seemed nothing in that to agitate Irma, but 
her colour suddenly came and went She seemed to 
have difficulty in forcing herself to speak, and before 
she had uttered a husky " Thank you," Marie Monthez 
left the room. 

The clothes took a longer time to fetch than the 
short journey to the kitchen made at all necessary, but 
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Marie Monthez came back presently with the little 
bundle over her arm. 

*' Shall I help you," she said to Irma; and they 
dressed little Jeanne between them, neither of them 
speaking, but their hands crossing and touching 
sometimes as they met at the fastening of the tiny 
garments. 

As they occupied themselves so, it seemed to me 
that the strange look went from Irma's face, and she 
became more like her everyday self. 

Madam Monthez went out of the room. 

The miller began somewhat noisily to open and shut 
the lattice window which did not quite fit its frame, 
and under cover of the slight noise, Marie Monthez 
bent towards Irma and said : 

"Will you trust me? I would help you if I 
could." 

Irma raised her eyes to Marie Monthez's face, and 
replied, with a forlorn note in her voice which sounded 
all the sadder because it was so quiet : 

" I dare not trust anyone. It seems to me that all 
the world is against me now." 

Jeanne's dressing was finished, and she turned and 
put her arms round Irma's neck, whispering : 

"Let us go home.* 

"The children at least love you tenderly," Marie 
Monthez said. 
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" Ah, yes ! and that is the worst Without that I 
should have strength." 

The miller ceased fidgeting with the window, and 
came forward. 

Irma took Jeanne in her arms, thanked him briefly 
once more for his hospitality, wished good-day to 
Marie and Madame Monthez, and, with the four little 
brothers clinging to her skirts, passed out into the 
sunshine. We stood and watched her till a turn in 
the path hid her from our view. Ten minutes after 
we were running home, and, as we passed the chestnut 
tree, we saw the miller with a broom in his hand 
sweeping chestnuts and leaves and branches all into 
the river, while he cast, from time to time, a fearful 
glance towards the house. 

" H^ ! " he called to us ; " You saw Marie Anna as 
you left the house." 

"Yes," Hector answered, "she seemed to be 
looking for you." 

The miller reapplied himself with vigorous strokes 
to his sweeping. 

"Well, let her come; all will be in order here 
before she arrives. She will find nothing to say." 



CHAPTER XV. 

ON the following Monday the maire came out to 
Salaret to look at our accommodation; and it was 
decided that we were to have thirty-five soldiers and 
three officers. It was settled too, to our unbounded 
delight, that we were to have chasseurs-k-pied when- 
ever they came. 

It was still possible that Georges might not come 
with his regiment, and we remembered well that he 
had promised in that case to write to his uncle Pierre, 
who was to let Irma know. We, therefore, watched 
the daily postman with the greatest interest. 

One day, as we were standing in the porch, we saw 
the postman bring a letter for Pierre, and put it down 
as usual on the bench outside the forge, and our 
hearts sank into our shoes, but when we raced down 
to Pierre and unceremoniously asked him if he had 
had news from Georges, he made us happy again by 
the brightness of his *' Not a word," and after this we 
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had no more scares. The postman never even stopped 
again at the forge ; and between the thought of Irma's 
happiness in seeing Georges, and our own delight at 
the prospect of the soldiers, we felt ourselves to be 
almost bursting with happiness as the first day of the 
occupation drew near. 

The first real sign we saw of the coming of the 
soldiers was the arrival of their bread. Hector and I 
• saw it pass one day in open waggon-loads along the 
road to Cassagne. The afternoon happened to be 
rainy, I remember, and we thought how nasty the 
bread would be before the soldiers got it; but the 
quantity of it astounded us ; it helped us to realize 
what numbers of men were coming, and we had so 
much to do with our own preparations that, in spite of 
the indignation expressed by Esquebesse and Pierre 
at the sight of so much good food spoiled, we had no 
time left to criticize the preparations of the government 

Every spare bed in the house was needed for the 
officers, and Grandmfere had decided to put her 
soldiers into the big coach-house and the laundry 
adjoining it; in addition, therefore, to our other 
pleasures, we children had all the delight of seeing the 
household turned upside down, and we worked with a 
will wherever we were allowed to show ourselves. The 
carriage had to be taken out of the coach-house and 
put for shelter under the cart-shed, so had the great 
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coach which had stood there, 1 believe, since the time 
of Grandmfere's grandfather, and it was no trifle to 
move. I see Hector still in his shirt sleeves, his face 
flushed with unwonted exertion, running under Jean's 
orders from wheel to wheel and shoving with all his 
might, while the heavy old vehicle rocked on its straps. 

Grandmfere all the time was everywhere, looking 
after Madelon, looking after us, and seeing also to the 
farm. Her wooden shoes clattered as she came and 
went, and whenever we wanted an order or direction, 
she was there with her mouth set firm and her little 
eyes bright and soft. 

" That's it, my children. Work well ! " she said 
from time to time; "Poor fellows, they will be tired 
when they arrive here, and since they fight for us it is 
but just we should help them a little." 

When we had finished all she had told us to do, she 
came herself and drove nails into the walls, and hung 
up half-a-dozen clean coarse towels, and then when all 
was ready in the house and out, and the yard was full 
of the delicious firagrance of the cofiee Madelon was 
roasting for the officers on the kitchen doorstep, 
Grandmfere took her big bunch of keys from her belt, 
and bid us go down with her to the cellar to carry up 
the wine for the soldiers. 

" Eighteen bottles ! " Madelon counted, as we made 
our last journey across the yard. " Eighteen bottles a 
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day every day the soldiers are here, without counting 
the cognac for the officers* That'll make a fine hole 
in the cellar," 

Grandmfere was following us, and heard what 
Madelon said. 

She paused opposite the open gateway and pointed 
to the vineyards, which lay stretched out golden in the 
evening sun. 

" The good God does not count the grapes he gives 
us," she said, " so what need have you, Madelon, to 
count the wine we give the soldiers." 

It was not only in our house. All over the country 
there was preparation and bustle and merriment, as we 
learnt from Pierre and Esquebesse and Dr. Charles ; 
and next day the soldiers came. Hector and I knew 
that they were to be marched into Ste. Marie les 
Bains, about two kilometres off, and there dismissed 
to find their lodgings as they could, but no hour had 
been named for their arrival. We had been expecting 
them all day, and from early morning we had spent 
every spare moment we could get on the mound 
beneath the cross, looking eagerly along the road in 
the direction of Ste. Marie. Soeur Am^lie spoke to 
us seriously on the folly of allowing our minds to be 
distracted by worldly excitement, but we paid no 
attention, and found it impossible to conceal our 
delight even from her. 
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We strained our eyes in vain along the hot white 
road till somewhere near five o'clock, when at last 
a cloud of dust appeared on the top of the nearest 
rising. The low rays of the afternoon sun made the 
dust seem like a golden halo, and through the gold 
the bright blades of bayonets flashed in sparkling 
points. That was all we could see at first, for the dust 
was so thick we could not make out either men or 
uniforms, but as they came nearer we could see a 
number of infantry surrounding a couple of country 
waggons, which the drivers had good-naturedly put at 
the disposal of the tired soldiers. There were no 
chasseurs-k-pied, only common soldiers of the line, 
with their long blue coats buttoned up at the corners, 
their loose red trousers covered with dust, and their 
bodies bent slightly forward under the heavy loads 
they bore. They were not the grand bearded men we 
had pictured to ourselves, with bronzed foreheads 
marching gloriously as if to conquer the world. Most 
of them were young like Georges, their faces were 
white and dragged and stained as with dirt and gun- 
powder, their lips were parched and swollen. Instead 
of the joy and triumph we had expected, Hector and 
I felt a shock of pity; The cross roads by which we 
stood were the first that had been passed on the road 
from Ste. Marie, so the soldiers were in considerable 
numbers as they had left the village, but they were not 
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moving in any regular order, and when they saw people 
gathered together at the cross, there was a hoarse 
demand as if from one throat for the way to the 
nearest spring. Many of them thrust out at the same 
time bits of white paper which contained their lodging 
orders. But no one seemed to think of his quarters. 
Water, water was all they wished for. 

" Ah, unfortunates ! " cried a sympathetic woman 
near us ; " you look half starved ! " 

** We are dying of thirst," we heard a soldier say. 
** We have marched forty kilometres in the sun and 
the dust to-day, and we have had nothing yet to eat 
except the dry bread we had in our pockets." 

I shall never forget the murmur of pity which rose 
around them. It seemed such a gentle sound to come 
from the rough peasant throats, and from that moment, 
instead of any more doubt or fear, everjrone seemed 
only anxious to get his soldiers and to comfort them. 

" This way ! this way ! " we heard on all sides as 
the billeting papers were made out. " You are for 
me. A little courage, it is not far, and there is good 
' wine in the cellar." 

And so they went away in groups down the cross 
roads, the soldiers limping and good-humoured, the 
peasants, both men and lyomen, carrying their knap- 
sacks and carbines. 

Soldiers were arriving every minute, and peasants 
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also as the news spread came running from the fields, 
till there was quite a concourse at the cross roads. 
Presently in the midst of the crowd we heard the 
name "Loustanoff!" "Loustanoff!" reiterated once 
or twice, and found to our delight that our soldiers 
had come at last They were not chasseurs-k-pied that 
first day, only the same thirsty, dirty, footsore men of 
the line, and it was now our turn to call with anxiety, 
" This way ! this way ! The house is quite close. You 
see just there," Jean was also in the crowd. We had 
no need to wait till all our thirty- five were gathered, 
but hurried up the lane with the first four or eight who 
happened to be at hand, and the others followed in a 
straggling stream. Our officers had come by a different 
road, for they were already at the house ; Grandmfere 
was talking to two under the porch as we arrived ; 
but she left them immediately and came forward to 
meet us. 

"You are very welcome, my poor fellows," she said 
to the soldiers. " But, mon Dieu, how tired you look. 
Come this way ; you will find something to refresh you 
here." 

She led the way into the yard while she spoke, and 
as she pointed to the open doors of the laundry and 
coach-house, through which the afternoon sun shone in 
upon the clean white-washed walls and piles of fresh 
yellow straw, and the table with its burden of wine bottles 
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standing in the centre of each room, there was a rush 
on the part of the soldiers to their quarters. But they 
did not first touch the wine ; they began to throw ofif 
their knapsacks and belts. It was Grandmbre who 
took up the first bottle and called on the man nearest 
to her to hold out his cup. 

" To your health, madame," he said, as he raised it 
to his lips. 

"To your health, my good soldiers," Grandm^re 
replied ; " drink all of you, now drink ; there is half a 
bottle for each man ; only leave their share for the 
comrades who have yet to come." 

The tables were in an instant surrounded by men 
who drank as though it were new life they had been 
given. Grandmbre looked on with a softened counte- 
nance. 

" Ah ! poor fellows, poor fellows ! " she said ; " they 
needed that. C'est ^gal. They shall feel better be- 
fore they leave us to-morrow. Now," she added aloud, 
"there is the pump, and here are towels; you have only 
to wash yourselves and to take ofif your big boots, and 
you will find your soup ready for you in the kitchen." 

In another moment the yard was full of men coming 
and going in their shirt-sleeves and stockinged feet. 
The pump-handle was kept constantly at work, and 
laughter and songs and whistling filled the air. 

I went indoors to help Madelon to set the kitchen 

p 
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table, and, presently, the men came in, each with a 
bit of bread in his hand, and sat down round the 
tables we had prepared, to enjoy their big platefuls of 
steaming soup. 

" Ah ! " they said, as they stretched their tired legs, 
" if all campaigning were like this, the trade of war 
would be riin after." 

Hector and I waited upon them, but they would not 
give us trouble enough. They chatted and laughed 
good-humouredly with us while they ate, but they did 
not take long over their supper ; and when they had 
finished we heard a word of command. They all 
stood up, and almost before we knew what they were 
going to do, the tables were cleared and washed, the 
plates they had used were in a tub of water, the kitchen 
floor was swept. The promptitude of their movements 
pleased Madelon. "That is what one calls work," 
she said; and from that day her adherence to the 
cause of the soldiers was complete. 

Grandmfere also was pleased. "One sees," she 
said, " that they do not wish to abuse our hospitality. 
It is good that, it is very good." And while some of 
the soldiers started again for Ste. Marie les Bains to 
fetch the rations, and the others were busy in the yard 
cleaning their boots and accoutrements, she sent us 
down with Jean into the vineyard to bring up two 
market baskets full of grapes. 
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"There!" she said to the soldiers when we had 
brought them up. "As soon as you have finished 
your work, you will carry your tables into the garden, 
and you will refresh yourselves with eating these grapes 
and smoking your pipes at your ease." 

Hector and I had no eggs for supper that night, 
for every egg in the house had gone into omelettes for 
the soldiers ; and Madelon was too tired to make us 
anything nice instead. But I don't think we either of 
us cared or knew whether we had an)^hing at all. 

It was a warm and lovely evening, for we were then 
in the middle of St. Martin's summer ; the dining-room 
windows were wide open, and before supper was over 
a corporal sent in to inquire whether Madame would have 
any objection to the men singing a little in the garden. 
Grandmbre said it would be a pleasure to her to hear 
them sing, and it was indeed a pleasure to all of us, 
such as we had not had for a long time. I think they 
must have sung all their best songs as a sort of return 
for our hospitality. Some of the men had fine voices, 
and they took the solos and duets and trios, while all 
together swelled the choruses. The dust of the day 
did not seem to have choked their throats, for their 
notes rose so clear and strong on the still evening 
air, that I remember thinking, as I sat on a stool by 
Grandmbre's chair and listened without seeing anyone, 
how it was like a choir of angels singing out in the 



212 HECTOR. 



darkness. They sang in all strains, — ^gaily, sadly, 
gloriously. Grandmfere had tears in her eyes con- 
stantly during the evening. 

" And that is how they go to fight," she said from 
time to time. " They are fine fellows ! they are fine 
fellows." 

I do not know how late they continued to sing. At 
half-past eight Grandmfere sent us to bed, and I was 
so tired with the excitement of the day, that five 
minutes after my head touched the pillow I fell asleep 
to dream of soldiers, with " Mourirpour la patrie " still 
ringing in my ears. 



CHAPTER XVL 

EARLY as we were up on the following morning, 
our soldiers were already gone; but others 
came that afternoon in their place, and for the next 
three or four days the country swarmed with troops. 
Only children could fully understand the delight that 
it was to Hector and me. I have found out since I 
have been grown up, that grown-up people can hardly 
ever give themselves entirely to one enjoyment, as we 
did, without feeling that it is wrong. We had no 
pangs of conscience; and except for our very short 
bit of lessons, we did nothing but enjoy ourselves all 
day long. 

During these three or four days one of Lagrace's 
oxen fell sick, and Irma did not come herself for the 
milk, as she was wanted at home to look after it. We 
had therefore no opportunity of finding out from her 
when she expected Georges, but in the meantime, 
secure in the maire*s promise that we should have 
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chasseurs quartered upon us when they came, we 
tasted happiness without one drawback. 

Madelon had to be up every morning at three 
o'clock in order to have the officers' coffee ready for 
them before they started, and after the first morning 
she always called us early that we might see them go. 
Then through the day troops of infantry, cavalry, and 
artillery, passed and repassed upoR the roads, and the 
excitement of watching them never palled upon us. 
The greater part of our time was spent down at the 
forge, where, while we waited for new sights, Pierre 
repeated to us all the stories about the soldiers that 
each fresh day of the occupation set afloat, and our 
enthusiasm was fanned by hearing how much they 
suffered from fatigue and want of food, and yet how 
well and kindly they behaved. It almost always hap- 
pened as on the first day that they did not get any 
rations till they were exhausted for want of food ; 
besides that, all the bread we had seen going in open 
waggons to Cassagne had been put damp into the 
cellars of the mairie, and before the men got it, it was 
covered with a sort of green mould, which made it 
too bad to eat. Twice the rations of meat also were 
bad, and on those days, as the soldiers had no money 
and there were not enough shops in our neighbour- 
hood in any case to supply food for so many, the men 
were almost starving. Young soldiers had been seen 
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crying for hunger in the streets of Cassagne, and the 
old ones, both officers and men, were indignant. Still 
their good-humour and honesty and kindliness never 
failed. Those who canae to us stacked their mouldy 
bread merrily enough in the yard for our pigs to eat, 
arid were grateful for whatever we gave. They cleaned 
the knives and boots of the house, and cracked jokes 
over the size of Hector's absurd little clothes, which 
one of them generally brushed. They helped Made- 
Ion to scour her saucepans, and were always ready to 
chatter good-humouredly with Hector apd me. I was 
proud for Hector to see them, and he admired them 
as much as ever I could wish. 

It may easily be imagined under these circum- 
stances what we felt when, about the third or 
fourth morning of the occupation, Soeur Am^lie took 
it upon herself to advise Grandmfere to keep us very 
close to the house while the country was so full of 
soldiers. 

"An evil turn is so quickly done," she said ; ** and 
it is not even, Madame Loustanoff, as if the children 
were your own. What would you say to Hector's 
grandfather if the child were found murdered in a 
wood ? " 

Hector laughed one of his infectious merry laughs. 

" What would you say to the superior, ma Sceur, if 
the soldiers mistook your white cornette for a target," 
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he asked, " and it were found pierced with bullet-holes 
in the road ? " 

But Grandmfere seemed struck by what Soeur Am^lie 
had said. 

** When I was young, sir," she remarked to Hector, 
" I was taught to respect my elders. It seems that it 
is no longer the fashion." And while Hector was 
blushing to the roots of his hair, as he always did at 
a reproof from Grandmfere, she continued, with her 
eyes fixed thoughtfully upon us, " It is true they are 
not mine ; they are a trust. We will see about this." 

That was all at the time, but Hector and I were 
inwardly furious with Sceur Am^lie for talking of our 
beloved soldiers as if they were brigands. They had 
given proof enough of their goodness now for us to 
feel that we had a right to be indignant for their sakes, 
and Hector showed his anger by doing all his lessons 
badly, and being stupid as only he could be. 

Clever as he really was, he seemed at times to have 
an absolute genius for stupidity. His face used to 
assume a sullen expression, his brows used to wrinkle, 
he would take no step without asking for directions, 
and in the simplest explanation he would invariably 
find a dark point which afforded an excuse for further 
questions. I was never quite sure at those times 
whether he was acting, or whether, when his mind was 
full of other things, Soeur Amdie's talk did so confuse 
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him that he forgot from sentence to sentence what she 
was saying ; but I am inclined to think that what he 
really did was to abstract his mind almost entirely 
from a present which was disagreeable to him, and 
that he thus produced upon his companions of the 
moment the impression of one half imbecile. 

On this occasion Soeur Am^lie was very angry. She 
told him several times that he was intolerable, and de- 
clared more than once that she believed the child was 
an idiot, but it had no effect. At the end of lesson 
time every lesson was still undone, and Soeur Am^lie 
went away still angry, telling Hector that he might do 
them as he best could by himself, but that they were 
to be done somehow before she came next morning. 

As usual, Hector put her out of his mind the very 
instant she had left the house. Jean wanted us to 
help him to clean out the coach-house for a fresh set 
of soldiers who were coming that afternoon, and before 
Soeur Amdie was at the end of the lane. Hector was 
already busy with broom and pitchfork. 

He came in to dinner rosy with exercise, and with 
an appetite that would have astonished himself when 
he first came to us. 

Grandm^re knew nothing about his behaviour at 
lessons, and she looked pleased as his plate came for- 
ward again and again to be replenished. "Enfin," 
she said, towards the end of dinner, "my system is 
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not bad I think your grandfather would be satisfied. 
Hector, if he saw you now." 

And a minute afterwards she added : 

" Should you be afraid to take a message for me to 
the mill this afternoon ? " 

The sudden lighting of Hector's countenance was 
answer enough. 

"You believe in the soldiers, then? You don't 
think they would gobble up little children if they met; 
them in a wood ? " 

Hector laughed contentedly. " If they are not given 
any other rations," he said, "it is always possible. But 
since there are no complaints ! " Then suddenly 
changing his manner, he burst out as if in angry re- 
collection, " I do think it is a shame, when people are 
as good as they can be, to talk as if they were ogres, 
and monsters, and everything that is horrible. The 
people who do it can't know what it feels like to be 
good. I hate them." 

" Hum ! " said Grandmfere, in her quiet sarcastic 
fashion, "you do well to hate everyone who has a 
different opinion from you. It is one of the first 
duties of the Christian." 

" I have reflected," she added presently, when Hec- 
tor had had time to digest her remark, " and I also 
believe in the good behaviour of the soldiers. I trust 
them, and I will not keep you always in the house. 
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But you must remain together. Where one goes, the 
other must go. I make you responsible for each 
other, and you understand that since you have liberty 
you must use it well." 

We promised in our hearts all Grandmbre could 
wish, and it was with a new sense of self-respect that 
we started after dinner for the mill. 

The autumn sun was very bright, and the country 
was basking in midday heat, when we set out. There 
was not a creature stirring in the distant fields, and 
the woods were so still, that as we passed through 
them our own voices chattering made a noise which 
seemed to be repeated a thousand times in the empti- 
ness. 

Grandm^re had not told us to hurry to the mill, 
and as her message was only to ask Baptiste when he 
would be next going to Montfort, we knew it did not 
matter at what hour he received it, so we dawdled 
along in our usual happy fashion, stopping to look at 
all sorts of things, and to listen from time to time to 
the tap of the woodpeckers, who alone worked on 
through the heat. The excitement of the soldiers 
during the past week had caused us in some measure 
to forget the woods, and I remember well the feeling 
we had that day as of coming back to old friends 
when we found ourselves, not under the shade, but in 
the golden light of the trees. It was a season when 
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the woods were changiiig rapidly, and every day made 
them more beantifoL That year was also, I am glad 
to think, a specially beantifal year in the Chalosse, and 
the whole way from Salaret to the riTer lay through a 
maze of gold and pmple, and dark brown and crimson 
and pale yellow. Above us, around us, at our feet, 
were such beauties as no one can picture who does 
not know autumn woods, and so much had happened 
in the last few days among the tree branches, and the 
briars and the bracken, that Hector and I found 
almost more than we could think about The strange 
thing is that we neither of us talked to each other 
about the beauty, and yet I know as well that his 
mind was full of it as I know that I have never for- 
gotten it myself We talked joyously at first about 
the soldiers, then as the silence of the woods fell upon 
us, we dropped each into our own thoughts. 

" I understand partly," Hector said at last, " why 
kings don't always give their subjects liberty." 

I had so often heard him talk of the beauties 
of freedom that I was surprised at the change, and I 
asked him "why?" 

" Because," he said, *• I see now that it is not easy 
to be sure you are using liberty well ; and I sup- 
pose kings think that the people ought to be taught 
first." 

I did not think very much about liberty myself one way 
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or the other, but I knew Hector did, and that it would 
puzzle and worry him to find his favourite idea wrong, 
so I said : 

"I dare say people have to learn to use it the 
way they learn everything else, by. trying, and the 
best way is for them to have it, so that they may try." 

" Because, you mean, nothing but liberty can teach 
them to use liberty," he said quickly, "Yes, I 
believe that is it. Perhaps that's why Grandmfere 
gives it to us. I should like to learn. Z^lie," he 
continued, turning round to look at me, " how awfully 
clever you are sometimes. You seem to know things 
by jumps." 

I wasn't clever a bit. I didn't know anything about 
it, and I had only said what I did to make his 
thoughts comfortable, but I blushed for pleasure at 
his praise, and I would have been ready now to talk of 
liberty for half-an-hour. 

He had said all he wanted to say on the subject, 
and the next moment he was telling me about a place 
he had discovered where the birds came to drink in 
the hot weather. 

" Come along," he said, "and I will show it to you ; 
only mind, you must do . what the author of the 
Aviceptologie says ladies can't do, you must resist 
your natural itching to talk and laugh, — otherwise, we 
shan't see any birds," 



222 HECTOR, 



% 



Hector so loved that book that Grandmbre had long 
since given it to him for his own, and he knew it now 
xilmost by heart. So indeed did I, and in the course 
of many bird-calling expeditions, I had learned to re- 
main as perfectly still under the bushes as Hector 
himself. His recommendation to silence was, there- 
fore, on this occasion hardly necessary, but he had a 
habit of teasing me from time to time with reminders 
that I was only a girl, and I believe the feeling that I 
had to support the honour of our whole sex in his 
-eyes, made me often do things much better than I 
should otherwise have done. However that may be, 
we had long wished to find the birds* drinking-place at 
this end of the wood, and when Hector led me to 
z. little ditch at the bottom of Lagrace's vineyard, 
I lay like a mute by his side between the vines. 

It was not the right hour of course to see birds 
•come to drink, still the wet ground all round the tiny 
stream was so cut up by the marks of claws, that we 
were sure it was a general drinking-place, and we 
hoped to see a few birds even now. Surely enough, 
after patiently waiting for ten minutes, there was a 
rustle in the underwood on the other side of the 
stream, and a wren hopped down to bathe and drink. 
He dipped his wee head in the water, the light drops 
were scattered on either side. We held our breath for 
pleasure, for we did not often get a chance of ob- 
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serving wrens at their everyday work. He, perching 
on a mossy stone, dipped and bowed and scattered 
water in the sunshine ; he was just going to hop right 
in, when a sudden loud and angry voice arose up at 
the house, and in one instant he was gone. 

Hector and I started with impatience, and then hid 
ourselves quickly again. But it was useless to hope 
for more birds while the noise at the farm continued. 
There was evidently something the matter. Many 
voices were raised in tones both of scolding and 
lamentation, and above them all we heard Lagrace's, 
loud and harsh. 

We could distinguish no words at first, but after a 
time Lagrace with his sons went away to work, and we 
heard his voice distinctly as he approached along the 
vineyard path. 

" Enfin," with an oath, " this must come to an end ; 
I am not a fool to ruin myself for a child's caprice. I 
have said, and I will be obeyed. You have till to- 
morrow. After that, gare ! " 

Then a gradually fading murmur of sound up at the 
house, and all fell into silence again. 

But we could think no more of birds. We felt sud- 
denly as though we had been horribly selfish to think 
of them at all. 

Hector stood up presently and shook himself and 
said, " Let us go to the house and see Irma, and ask 
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after that ox that was sick. Perhaps, after all, Lagrace 
was scolding about it." 

The scolding had been so violent that I followed 
him in some fear and trembling, half dreading, though 
all was silent now, the spirit of anger that seemed to 
live within the walls of the farmhouse. 

Madame Lagrace was stringing onions under a shed 
in the garden. She was a stem-faced woman, who 
had a reputation for working very hard and behaving 
like a stepmother to her own children. She was 
working hard now, and the onion string she was 
engaged upon grew like magic under her fingers, but 
she seemed to have no satisfaction in her work. Her 
face was as dismal as if she had been sitting idle with 
dull thoughts. We asked for Irma; she jerked her 
head towards the stable, and said she was over 
there. 

"May we go and see her?" said Hector; "we 
came to ask after the ox that was sick." 

"You may go; and you '11 see two things about 
equally useful to a peasant — a dead ox and a girl who 
won't serve her parents. Ah, ma foi I and after her 
there are still ten to feed." 

" The ox dead ! " I exclaimed, knowing better than 
Hector what that meant to a metayer who was not 
rich. "The ox dead! What will you do ? " 

" Ah 1 just so," she said bitterly ; " what will we 
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do? The horses sold this year for next to nothing, 
the wine spoilt with cutting the grapes too early, and 
now the finest ox dead. I saw very well yesterday 
that it was going to die, and I told Lagrace he 
had better kill it, and at least sell the meat ; but no, 
he is always obstinate as a mule, and then he is sur- 
prised that his daughter mat9hes him. Between the 
two of them they will ruin us from top to bottom. 
What we shall do ! The children soon will not have a 
bit to eat, and we shall become a shame and a laugh- 
ing-stock to the neighbourhood." 

I expressed our sympathy as I best could, but 
naturally it did not console her much. 

" It is ruin," she repeated doggedly ; " one brings us 
to it, and when there is yet a way to escape, the other 
hesitates to take it. Eh bien ! I am sick of obstinate 
people. But I must h^ve my turn. We have trifled 
enough, and now that I charge myself with affairs, we 
shall see if they won't mend. Nobody shall resist me 
long." 

She looked so hard and cruel while she spoke, 
that all my sympathy for her went away, and I was 
glad to escape from her angry eyes and follow Hector 
to the stable. 

We neither of us spoke as we went across the yard. 
We saw no one, and we had no need to ask in which 
shed Irma was. The sound of a child's weeping drew 

o 
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us to an open door. We looked in. There on the 
h litter lay the dead ox, and on an upturned pail by the 
, manger Irma sat with her head bowed upon her hands. 
The children stood round, looking on with solemn, 
wide open eyes, and the sound of weeping came from 
little Jeanne, who stood at Irma's knee, crying and 
sobbing as if for a sympathy that she knew no other 
way to express. 

Irma raised her head as we came in at the door, but 
she did not see us; she only took little Jeanne 
upon her knee and held her close in her arms, and 
said: 

" There, there, poor little one ! don't cry, you have 
no need. Irma will do something soon which will 
make you so happy and so rich. You shall have 
fritters on Sunday, and everything that you like." 

And then suddenly Irma herself began to cry, and 
while Jeanne laid her head, soothed, upon her sister's 
shoulder, big tears splashed fast one after another on 
the child's blue pinafore. 

" Irma, you are crying," she said ; " why do you cry 
if we are going to be rich and happy ? " 

" It is that — " Then she broke down completely, 
and seemed to forget the children. " Oh ! it is hard. 
But God wills it ; I prayed to him so well. When the 
ox fell ill I knew that all my happiness was there, and 
I watched him night and day. I said in my heart 
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I would take it for a sign ; and God would not have it 
so. I must submit." 

" Irma ! Irma ! What is it ? " cried the little thing, 
clinging to her sister's neck as Irma's sobs rose 
choking her, and her tears fell fast "What is the 
matter with you." 

" It is that — ^it is that — he will always think I have 
betrayed him because the other is more rich. And I 
must never tell him to the contrary. Ah, if God could 
have spared but this one ox ! " 

" It is because of the ox that you are crying?" 

" Yes, dear, yes ; because of the ox." And Irma, 
seeming to recollect herself, raised her head and wiped 
her tears away with the comer of her apron. " You 
ij^st not make yourselves sad," she said, looking round 
at the other children ; " I am stupid to go and cry like 
that when duty is there quite simple." 

Her eye fell at the moment upon us, and Hector, 
whom I had not looked at till then, stepped forward 
with his face very white, and his eyes dark and 
glowing. 

"What is your duty? what are you going to do, 
Irma ? " he asked. 

" I am going to marry the miller," she replied in a 
dull quiet voice. 

"The miller! Baptiste!" we cried together, too 
much astonished for another word while the children, 
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who had no doubt been taught to desire this, set up a 
shout of joy. 

" Our ox is dead," she said. " If I marry the 
miller he will give us another ox, and he will lend 
money to my father. The children will have enough 
to eat" She pointed as she spoke with one hand to 
the ox, and with the other arm drew little Jeanne 
closer against her breast. Her eyes looking up at 
Hector were so good and honest, that to look at them 
would have made it impossible for me to say another 
word. They did not seem to have that effect on 
Hector. " And Georges," he said, " you seem to be 
quite forgetting him ! " 

A sudden quiver ran through her, but she replied 
as quietly as before : 

" No, I am not forgetting him. I am doing my 
duty. Children do not understand these things." 

" No, indeed ! " Hector broke out bitterly, " we 
don't understand the kind of duty which makes you 
break your promises, and break hearts, and then say 
it's all right because the children will have fritters on 
Sunday. It's horrible of you. I didn't .think you 
were so wicked." 

His cheek flushed, his lip quivered as he spoke. 
Irma looked at him in surprise, and so did I, for I 
hardly thought he would have cared so much. 

" You do not forget ! " he continued. " You re- 
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member how Georges said to you in the wood that it 
was like a sickness to him here," and Hector put his 
hand, as Georges had done, upon his heart, " to think 
other people were trying to get you, and how he could 
never live in this place if you married anyone else, 
but that he would go to Africa, and leave his old 
father to die alone. You remember how you promised 
that in any case you would wait; and still you are 
going to marry a great fat selfish brute, who is engaged 
already to someone else. I thought you were differ- 
ent. I thought you were faithful ; and if it's duty to 
be unfaithful, then I'd a great deal rather be wicked." 

Irma's pale cheeks began to glow as Hector spoke, 
but the only part of his speech which she attempted 
to answer was his allusion to the miller's engagement. 

"How!" she exclaimed, "he betrothed already. 
It is not enough for him to break my heart and 
Georges'. There is yet another unfortunate." 

We told her all we knew about Marie Monthez, and 
how we were sure she loved the miller; and then the 
finishing stroke was put to our horror of Baptiste. It 
seemed that instead of intending to marry Marie 
Monthez himself, he was trying to arrange a match 
between her and Georges, in order that Irma might 
be left free for him. 

" She is too old for Georges," Irma said ; " but she 
was always his favourite cousin. The miller has in 
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fluence with the family, because he is rich, and he 
told my father yesterday that it was all but settled. I 
have only to give my consent to marry him, and next 
day Georges and Marie are engaged. Oh ! he is cruel 
and selfish. He knows how to have his own way." 

But Hector's belief in Georges was not for an in- 
stant shaken, and he had little pity for Irma's 
perplexities. 

" Anyone can have his own way if women are such 
fools that they can't keep a promise. What has the 
miller to do with you ? " Hector said. " It was not he 
who told Georges he'd wait for him. It was not he 
who told Georges he trusted him." 

"And then," Irma went on rapidly, "what is that 
you say about the postman having called one day at 
the forge ? Pierre told me he had not had a letter, and 
who but Georges would write to him when they know 
he cannot read ? What can I do ? How can I know 
the truth when my parents and my friends are lying 
against me ? " 

She bowed her head again upon her hands, and we 
remained all silent for a moment. 

Then the children seeing that Irma no loftger wept, 
became suddenly shy of us, and ran away into the 
yard, and Irma and Hector entered into a discussion, 
in which, though I cannot now remember the words, 
I remember very well that Hector's one idea, from 



HECTOR. 231 



which he could not be moved, was, that Irma had no 
right to break her promise to Georges. He argued 
against everything she had to say so stoutly and 
fiercely that she seemed almost to forget he was a 
child, and I saw her look at him once or twice in a 
sort of surprise, as one looks at a person one has 
never known before. 

" I am very ignorant," she said. " I do not know 
much what is right or wrong, but I trusted to God for 
a sign, and now it has come and I dare not disobey.". 
I should not have dared to argue against that, and 
even without it I should have thought her very good 
to do what her father and mother wished ; but Hector 
seemed sure the other way. 

" You promised Georges. Georges thinks you are 
his, and you have no right to break your word," he 
reiterated. " You chose to say in your heart that the 
ox*s death would be a sign, but God isn't obliged to 
do according to your heart, and it isn't a sign. He 
never gave a sign to be unfaithful." 

I, scarcely knowing which I agreed with, could not 
help believing that Hector must be right, and Irma's 
heart was on his side all the time. So at last it 
seemed quite natural to us, that when he prayed Irma 
to wait one week before she gave her answer to her 
father, she was inclined, child as he was, to listen 
seriously to his proposal. 
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If you will wait," he said, " we will find some way 
of letting Georges know, and he will tell you what to 
do ; but you cannot break your promise by yourself." 

It was settled thus at last. Hector was not content 
with a vague promise from Irma that she would think 
about it. He made her enter into a clear and serious 
engagement that she would not give her father a final 
answer for another week, and he on his side entered 
into an equally serious engagement to let Georges 
•know before that time what was taking place at home. 

Then we left the m^tairie with the immediate duty 
before us of giving Grandmfere's message to the 
miller 




CHAPTER XVII. 

I WOULD as willingly have undertaken to go and 
talk quietly to a dragon in his den as to go and 
talk quietly to the miller after the news we had just 
received. It seemed too dreadful that he should be 
the rich old man whom Irma was to marry. He, so 
selfish, so dull, so fat. He who had tried to set the 
people against the soldiers. He whom we had always 
laughed at. All this summer, while we had been 
meeting him and talking to him and treating him like 
other people, he had been persecuting her and trying 
to take her away from Georges. I felt so dazed and 
bewildered by the discovery, that I was hardly yet 
able to take in the fact that Hector had become 
mbied up in the matter, and that he had promised to 
let Georges know what was going on. Any thoughts 
I had about the possibility of helping her were ex- 
pressed in the despairing exclamation which burst 
from me as the comfortable red tiles of the mill and 
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the Still pond fringed with laden chestnut trees came 
in sight. 

"Oh, Hector! He is so rich. She will never 
escape from him." 

I had no hope that she could be saved, but Hector 
thought differently. 

He turned round upon me with a sort of surprise. 

" But she must escape," he said. " It is not likely 
that a selfish brute like that will have his way, and 
good fellows like Georges give up. She ought to 
have stuck firm to her promise always, and then 
there'd have been no fear." 

" Hector," I asked incredulously, " have you really 
the idea that you can render Irma any service ? " 

" What do you mean ? " 

" You told her you would let Georges know ; but 
you would not ever be able to find him, would you ? " 

"You don't suppose I'd have promised if I didn't 
mean to find him. Of course I shall let him know." 

" But you don't know the number of his battalion," 
I said ; not that I wanted to dissuade him, but simply 
that I was so astounded at the undertaking he thus 
coolly entered upon, that I could not help enume- 
rating the difficulties. " Nor the name of his colonel. 
The chasseurs don't come ; and if we go about among 
the troops asking for Georges of St. Loubouet they 
will take us only for two mad children. That again 
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would matter little ; but if Irma is going to marry the 
miller for the children's sake, of what use will it be to 
bring Georges here. He has no money." 

Then I understood that what Hector had said to 
Irma was what he really thought. 

" She must not marry the miller for the children's 
sake," he said indignantly. I don't see the good of 
people having tongues if they can only tell lies with 
them j and when she promised Georges she'd wait for 
him, she ought to keep that promise first of every- 
thing." 

" Even when she breaks it for a good purpose ? " 

" All I know is," said Hector, doggedly, " that if I 
was a man I'd hate a woman who said ' yes ' with a 
whole lot of ' ifs * in her heart. You'd never feel sure 
at any minute that her *yes' wasn't going to turn into 
* no.' If she means ' yes,* let her say it, and then after- 
wards stick to it ; and if she doesn't mean it, don't let 
her say it at all." 

He muttered something about " wishy-washy girls," 
and then he said aloud, " Zdie, you know what Dr. 
Charles and Esquebesse think gentlemen ought to be 
Well, I think like them, and because you and I are a 
genrieman and lady, we ought to work for Irma. The 
only thing that can do any good is to bring Georges 
here, and I am going to bring him here. You can 
help or not, as you like, only mind yotire not to say 
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* yes ' with ' ifs ' in your heart. If you say * yes,' you're 
to do everything I want, and I may want more than 
you think." 

At that moment I happened to look towards the 
mill, and I saw the miller's fat comfortable figure cross- 
ing the stream by the little bridge that led into the 
wood. He paused half way, and shaded his eyes with 
his hands that he might look up at Lagrace's mdtairie. 
The sight of him was enough to drive away indecision 
if I had had any. I turned boldly round and answered 
with a smile, " No matter what you want to do, I'll 
help you." 

Then we took hands, and ran down together towards 
the mill We knew that the miller was not in ; so we 
went on into the wood to find him, and it was not 
long before we marked his blue blouse down among 
the yellow fern by the river. He was walking up and 
down siAoking a cigarette as though he were waiting 
for some one ; and whether it was the recollection of 
the person whom we had last seen with him in that 
place, or the thoughts of which our minds were full, I 
cannot say, but the same idea flashed through both 
our heads at once. 

" Stop, Hector ! let us watch him, and see who 
comes. If it isn't our business, we needn't listen." 

We were still at some little distance from him, and 
he had not remarked our approach, for the bracken 
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was in many places above our heads. We had nothing 
to do, therefore, but to stay where we were, by the 
water's edge, under the spreading branches of a chest- 
nut tree, and we had not waited very long before the 
sound of footsteps advancing over the dry bracken 
and crackling beech nuts told us that the miller's 
friend was coming. We peeped out cautiously from 
behind the bracken. It was he, the tramp ! Good-bye 
to any lingering scruples we might have had on the 
subject of listening to what was not intended for us. 
We strained our ears and craned our necks, and by 
standing on the very tips of our toes, we succeeded in 
obtaining a good view of the bit of ground on which 
the miller stood. We could not hear everything that 
was said, but after a few sentences had passed between 
them, each man put his hand in his pocket, the miller 
pulled some money out of his, and the tramp at the 
same moment produced a letter. Hector had hold of 
my hand at the time, and he squeezed it so tight that 
I could hardly help screaming. I would rather have 
had it squeezed off, however, than have made any 
noise, and it was well that I was silent, for just at 
that moment we caught the sound of the miller's 
voice. 

The tramp was holding out the letter to him. 

" No, no," he said, " I will not touch it. You shall 
have your money, but you shall not have it to say of 



238 HECTOR. 



me that I received a stolen letter. If it falls in the 
river it is not my fault." 

He threw up some silver coins and caught them 
again. The letter span out over the water, and the 
next thing we saw was the tramp chinking the money 
in his turn before he thrust it into his pocket Then 
the tramp and the miller walked away together ; and 
two minutes later, Hector, hanging from one of the 
low spreading boughs of the chestnut tree wfaidi 
sheltered us, had fished the bit of drenched white 
paper from the water. We did not know Georges' 
handwriting, but the letter was directed to Pierre, and 
it had the Montfort postmark, which was quite enough 
for us; our triumph was great. We had no time 
to enjoy it, for Hector had only just folded the letter 
in his handkerchief, and put it carefully in the breast 
pocket of his coat, when we heard the footsteps of the 
miller returning alone. 

We should have liked to run, but there was Grand- 
mbre's message to deliver. We therefore made our 
way down to the mill, and met the miller on the 
threshold of his own door. 

He looked very radiant and self-satisfied. I think 
my eyes must have flashed fire at him, I felt so angry. 
Hector seemed as dull and cold as a stone. 

" When I shall be going to Montfort ? '* said the 
miller when we had given our message. " Yes, I shall 
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have business there the day after to-morrow, — business 
upon which I shall perhaps have to consult your 
grandmother too. H^ ! It is fine weather for 
business." 

He thrust his hands deep down as he spoke into 
the pockets of his baggy trousers, and looked at us 
with the satisfied air of a donkey who rubs his back 
against a tree. I felt as if I should choke. 

"Yes," said Hector, in his most absent manner. 
" It is fine weather too for fishing." 

The miller was startled out of his state of beatitude. 
He glanced at Hector in evident discomfort, but 
Hector's countenance remained a blank, and he com- 
posed himself again. 

" Do you sometimes fish ? " he asked. 

"Sometimes," Hector replied, in the same dull, 
absent manner. 

" Do you ever catch anything ? " 

" Sometimes." 

And then, as if rousing himself with an effort to put 
a question, Hector looked coolly up at the miller, 
and said : 

" Can you tell us the number of Georges of St. 
Loubouet's battalion and the name of his colonel ? " 

This time, whether with surprise or vexation, or a 
mixture of both, the miller turned red up to the roots, 
of his hair, and having done that, with Hector's clear 
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eyes fixed upon him, he seemed to grow more and more 
confused and angry. 

"What do I know about it?" he asked irritably. 
" Do you suppose I keep account of the regiments and 
colonels of all the young fellows about here who are 
taken by the conscription ? I have something else to do. 
You may tell your grandmother then, that I shall be 
going to Montfort the day after to-morrow." 

We turned away, and another thought seemed to 
strike him. 

" Wait for me a minute," he cried, " I am going up 
to Lagrace's place now, and after that I will pass round 
by your grandmother's. Marie Anna will give you 
some godter while I slip on a clean blouse." 

His company was the last thing we desired, and we 
were beginning to say that we could not wait, when we 
perceived Marie Anna in the passage behind him, 
making hideous signs to us to accept his offer. 

We entered therefore, and while the miller went up 
stairs Marie Anna beckoned us into the kitchen. 

" He knows Georges' battalion as well as I do," she 
averred. " It is the 3rd, Colonel- Roche. But you 
will search for Georges in vain amongst the soldiers who 
are here ; he is not coming ; his colonel keeps him to 
write in the office at Montfort. Tenez ! without more 
feigning, I saw you just now by the riverside ; what was 
it you fished out of the water with so much care ? " 
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I looked in dismay at Hector ; but he did not seem 
to mind in the least, and answered boldly : 

**It was a letter from Georges which had been 
stolen." 

" And it is for that that you want his address ? " 

" Yes, it is to let him know that your master is an 
old coward who is trying to steal his sweetheart from 
him. And you may go straight upstairs and tell your 
master what I am going to do if you like, I don't want 
him to be friends with me. But he needn't think he 
has got Irma yet." 

Marie Anna did not show the slightest inclination to 
declare our proceedings to her master. 

" Oui dk ! Oui dk !" she said, nodding her head 
emphatically. " If that is how it is, I am on your side ; 
Irma is not of his age, it is a folly. Ah ! the old fox^ he 
would intercept letters, would he ? He becomes sharp 
in his old age ; but there are others who are sharper. 
Listen ! " she dropped her voice as she spoke and 
glanced suspiciously at the staircase. " He is weaving 
a plot to make her think that Georges is marrying 
another. Tell her from me that there is not one word 
of truth in it. Old women know everything, and I 
know they may do what they like : Marie Monthez 
won't have it any more than Georges." 

The miller's step was heard on the staircase, and 
we were soon, in spite of our distaste for his company, 

R 
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walkiog with him up the road. We lagged a little be- 
hind, so as to avoid the necessity of conversation, and 
I do not believe that Hector looked at him once as we 
went along. But I could not take my eyes from him ; 
his heavy clumsy figure looked heavier and clumsier to 
me at every step he took. I noticed how round his 
shoulders were, how he rolled from side to side, and 
scarcely lifted his feet when he walked, how he never 
raised his head to look at the fields, but plodded for- 
ward with his eyes on the dust Then every five 
minutes he stopped to take off his cap and wipe his 
face as though going up the hill to the mdtairie were 
hard work, when the worst heat of the day was over. 
And presently, as if to mark the contrast, four soldiers 
came out firom a side road and marched up the hill 
before us with a light and springing step, chatting gaily 
to each other as they went. 

I had often seen the miller's ugliness and awkward- 
ness before, but he had never looked to me so ugly as 
he did on that day, when I knew how cruel and selfish 
he was in his heart j and as I walked behind him, I 
remember feeling a sort of horrible fascination, as 
though he were wickedness itself moving along the 
sunny road, and I were obliged to stay close by it. 

When we reached the mi^tairie, the miller turned in 
at the gate. We continued our road, skirting the low 
paling of the farmyard Irma was turning over straw 
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with a pitchfork in one of the sheds, but before we had 
time to call her Madame Lagrace came out of the 
house. She looked round a moment as if to find her 
daughter, then seeing Irma in the shed, she crossed 
the yard, snatched the pitchfork away, and, without 
any apparent reason, gave Irma a vigorous box on 
the ears. 

We saw Irma's eyes flash fire for an instant, for she 
was not meek by nature. Then she seemed to recollect 
herself, and straightening the handkerchief which 
bound her hair, she went into the house without a 
word, her pale face looking all the paler for the red 
mark left by her mother's hand upon her cheek. 

Just then if Hector had asked me to go through 
£re and water to save her, I would have done it 
willingly. 



V,. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

WE lost little time, as may be imagined, in taking 
the rescued letter to the forge. Esquebesse 
happened to be with Pierre. It was he who opened 
it and read aloud the contents. It came, as we had 
thought, from Georges, and the date showed that it* 
must have arrived the very day we saw the postman 
stop outside the forge. In it Georges told how his 
colonel was obliged to keep him at Montfort, because 
of the sudden death of one of the non-commissioned 
officers, and how this same unexpected circumstance 
had given him his promotion. " But," he said, " if it 
is Irma who reads this letter to you, she is to know 
that they might make me Marshal of France, and it 
would not give me the same pleasure as only to see 
her ; for I think of her night and day, and it seems to 
me I can never be satisfied till I touch her hand again." 
And the miller had almost made her believe that 
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Georges was forgetting her ! Hector and I boiled over 
with indignation. 

** Ha ! " said Pierre, " it is with good reason that 
they never let her come now to the forge ; they fear 
that she may hear the truth. But it is you, Esquebesse, 
who must charge yourself with letting her know it. 
And since we have discovered the plot that Messer 
Baptiste has been laying, we must find means to turn 
him aside with a little threat of the law. What he has 
done with regard to the letter is surely an affair for 
the tribunal, and though I am not rich, and have no 
malice towards him, I would willingly pay a little pro- 
secution if it could serve the children. I love that 
Georges as if he were my son. It would give me pain 
to see him suffer." 

" Yes," said Esquebesse, *' it is on the miller that 
we must work. Irma is there torn between her duty 
and her inclination. She sees the children cry, she is 
told that it is her duty to marry the miller, and she is 
a girl to break her heart rather than not do her duty. 
But she shall have this letter to-night, and I charge 
myself after that with frightening the miller. He is 
very soft for all his bluster, and cowardly as an old 
hen. You see there, children," he added, turning to 
us, " one who has not learnt the lesson of the woods. 
He does not understand what it means to respect the 
lives of others, or he would never have conceived the 
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idea of putting himself between Irma and her happi^ 
ness." He folded the letter as he sppke^and put it in 
his pocket. " Count upon me, Pierre," he said ; "I will 
do what I can. And you, children, you are very good 
and, sensible to have saved the letter and brought it 
here so quickly. Shall you be able, now, do you 
think, to hold your tongues about it to everyone, even 
to your grandmother herself? " 

We readily promised what he asked, and he went 
away down the road like a man who has a plan in his 
head. 

When we got back to Salaret we found that the 
miller had already been there, and from what Grand* 
mfere was saying to Soeur Am^lie, we understood that 
he had asked Grandm^re's permission to marry, and 
that Grandmbre had granted it with pleasure, still 
thinking that Marie Monthez was to be, his bride. All 
was not settled, he had told her, yet, but it was his 
intention to come and ask for her consent in form, 
after his return from Montfort. 

Our promise to Esquebesse kept us tongue-tied, and 
when we had heard all there was to hear we ran into 
the yard, that we might not be tempted to speak pf 
the subject so near our hearts. But even there among 
the new soldiers we were not to forget it. 

Instead of the red legs and blue coats to which 
• our eyes had now become accustomed, we saw in 
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the yard and washhouse a mass of dull, dark 
green. 

** What regiment do you belong to ? " Hector asked 
of the first man we reached. 

" What regiment, my little chap ? " he replied, turn- 
ing on us a face as bright as a polished apple, '* the 
best regiment in the whole service of France — the 
Little Chasseurs." 

They had come at last. Though we knew now that 
Georges would not come, it was a pleasure to us to 
see his regiment, and indeed they were, of all the 
soldiers we had received, the brightest and most good- 
humoured. 

Tired ! they said, in answer to our enquiries. Not 
they. A march of twenty kilometres might tire those 
hulking infantry men, but as for them they would 
undertake to run forty at their little trot, and be as 
fresh at the end as at the beginning. Hungry 1 Ah 
bah ! when you were hungry in time of war you must 
tighten your belt. That was dinner enough for soldiers. 
Nevertheless they did ample justice to Madelon's soup 
and haricots, and Grandmere's good wine inclined 
them to conversation. Yes, several of them knew 
Georges, and those who did were loud in his praise, 
but they said he would never make a soldier. And 
when Madelon asked why not, one of them laughed 
and said, '' He has his sweetheart in this country has 
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he not?" and another, a grey-haired sergeant, said, 
turning round to Madelon, "You may tell her from 
me, Martin Lamotte, friend of her betrothed, that she 
is a fortunate woman. I am an old soldier now. I 
have seen plenty of service and plenty of men, and I 
have never seen a conscript 4)etter behaved than that 
same Georges, nor a soldier more regular in his duty, 
though he does not love it, and more faithful to his 
home. lit bas at Montfort he has never done a thing 
that he would not have done in his own village. 
It is right that she should know this, for it gives 
a good girl courage to know the goodness of her 
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It gave us courage, too, for after this Hector and I 
felt more than ever assured that Georges and the 
miller were like goodness and wickedness opposed. 

We were up long before daylight on the following 
morning, and the first glimmer of sun found us swing- 
ing on Lagrace's gate, for we longed to tell Irma 
what Lamotte had said; but it was not Irma who 
came earliest into the yard. Lagrace's voice saluted 
our ears. 

" What do you want ? " he inquired from the end of 
the yard. 

" We want to speak to Irma," Hector replied. 

'* She is not there." 

Hearing the voices, Irma herself appeared on the 
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threshold, but her father turned round and said * 
sharply, " You go in. If you did your duty you would 
find other things to occupy yourself with than idle 
gossiping." 

" It doesn't matter at all," Hector said, in a voice 
loud enough for Irma to hear ; " it will do when she 
comes for the milk." 

He meant it as a hint to her that she was to come 
herself for the milk, but Lagrace replied : 

" She won't fetch any milk. We can't afford to pay 
for it now, and we must do without." 

Irma re-entered the house in obedience to her father's 
command ; as she went she laid her hand upon her 
breast and smiled at us. We took that to mean that 
she had Georges' letter, and that she thanked Hector 
for saving it, but we had no further opportunity of dis- 
covering whether this was the case, for though we 
returned several times during the morning, and bung 
about the yard of the m^tairie, we did not succeed in 
seeing Irma again. Madame Lagrace came and went 
and scowled at us from time to time. We got nothing 
else for our pains. At last, towards half-past eight, it 
became evident that Irma was not to be allowed 
to leave the house, for when- the children came out 
with their caps and bags ready for school, one of the 
big boys came up from the vineyard to take charge 
of them. This took away our last hope of seeing 
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Irma, and Hector then announced that we must be 
content to go for Georges without speaking to hei 
any more. 

Now, though Hector had certainly said, as plainly 
as words could say it, that he intended to let Georgei 
know what was going on, I had never even conceivec 
the possibility of going ourselves to find him, and or 
this subject Hector and I had the only struggle whict 
ever disturbed our friendship. His plan was to gel 
frorn Pierre the three napoleons, which up to thai 
day had remained in the forge, to leave Salaret secretly, 
to make our way as we best could to Montfort, and 
having found Georges, to bring him back with us 
before the week which Irma had given us was out 
Just as with regard to Irma his one thought was that 
she should keep her promise to Georges, so now he 
concentrated his whole mind upon finding the ways 
and means of fulfilling his promise given to Irma. 
That seemed to him right, and he would admit nc 
other thought at all. 

I, on the contrary, was so overwhelmed with a sense 
of the awful naughtiness of running away without 
Grandmfere's permission, leaving her and the household 
to suffer agonies of anxiety for a week, that I found 
courage to dispute the point with Hector, and to tel] 
him that I thought his plan was wicked. 

He listened to my arguments at first with some sur- 
prise, and then, with a thoughtful, steady expression 
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on his countenance, which I remember to this 

<i^y — 

"Girls seem to think a great deal of anxiety," he 
said, when I had done ; " but a little anxiety doesn't 
really matter when it is over. I think Grandmbre 
herself would say afterwards that it is better for her to 
be a little unhappy for a week, than for Irma to be 
unhappy all her life. And the thing is that, though of 
course we don't love other people as much as we love 
Grandmfere, what happens to them is just as im- 
portant," — ^he hesitated as though not easily able to 
find words in which to express his meaning — " well, I 
mean just as important to God." 

I had exhausted myself in argument, and I found 
nothing more now to Say, for I was not accustomed to 
oppose him. Still I suppose he saw that I was not 
convinced, for he continued after a pause : 

" Even if I had not promised, we ought to go for 
Georges. Irma is there at work, she cannot go to him. 
He is doing his work at Montfort, he cannot be 
running back here on chance to see if she wants him, 
and here we are rich and idle, and gentlemen, whose 
chief duty it is to. help other people. Why we must 
go. If we are going to sit and be rich and do nothing, 
we shall be as bad as the worst aristocrats Esquebesse 
and Dr. Charles ever talked of. Z^lie, you know you 
think so too, and what's the good of thinking unless 
you're going to do like your thoughts?" 
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He spoke very slowly, and as the words fell from 
his lips, many conversations, which I have not re- 
peated, came back to my mind,— conversations with 
Dr. Charles and Esquebesse, in which the drifts had 
been always the same — that the duty of the gentleman 
was to work for others. It was a favourite topic of 
talk with us, and I had loved to hear about it, for it 
made me feel proud to be a lady, but I had never 
thought that to carry it out would bring one into 
positions like this. Indeed, I am not sure that I ever 
thought much about carrying it out at all, and now, in- 
stead of feeling that Hector's plan was wicked, I began 
to feel as though he were a stronger, and better, and 
wiser kind of creature than I. It flashed through my 
mind that it was by doing like their thoughts that men 
grew great, and at the same time I felt that I never 
should be great, for instead of wishing to do a lady's 
duty, I could only think of Grandmfere going about 
with the same sad, quiet face she had worn during 
the war, and taking blame to herself, as I knew 
she would, that she had not watched us more care- 
fully. 

" Hector ! " I faltered. But he would not help me. 
He waited for me to decide. 

" Oh, I cannot I " I burst out at last ; " It would be 
too cruel." 

I expected hiin to scold me. I expected him to try 
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and persuade me still. But he did not. There was a 
little pause, and then he said, in the cold indifferent 
voice he used to speak in when first he came to us : 

** Very well. I shall go alone. And remember you 
are bound, at all events, by your promise to Esque- 
besse, not to say anything about the matter, nor to tell 
anyone where I am gone. Only I shan't tell you any 
of my plans, because," and he turned away rather con- 
temptuously, " of course I don't know now whether 
you'll keep your promise to Esquebesse any better 
than your promise to me." 

For the first time I remembered my promise to him 
on the hill. And he had not taken it from me 
unawares ; he had warned me that if I said " yes " it 
must be in earnest. Something seemed to glue my 
lips together, I could not speak. 

" But I suppose," Hector continued, " that you 
would like Irma to be helped if you don't have to do 
anything disagreeable." 

The slight emphasis he laid upon the "if" stung, as 
I suppose he meant it to do. Yes, I was like the 
women he had said he would hate. I had said * yes " 
with my heart full of " ifs." I was unfaithful. I was 
untrustworthy. He would always hate me. And yet 
it didn't seem wicked to think of Grandmbre too. 
My head spun with a confusion of thought too strong 
for me. 
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" Hector," I could only say, " did you mean then to 
go to Montfort ? " 

« Of course I did" 

He seemed to be waiting still for my decision. I 
had promised. He had trusted me. When he had to 
decide between a lot of things right and wrong he 
chose one and stuck to it. I felt for a moment like an 
utter fool, wavering about from side to side, and then 
suddenly, I scarcely know how, my resolution formed 
itself clear and strong. I also would choose one right 
and stick to it. 

" I will keep my promise," I said ; " I will do what- 
-ever you want." 

** You won't change this time?" he asked, but the 
brilliant smile he gave me showed that he knew I 
would not. 

I had only time to shake my head when Madelon 
appeared, out of breath and furious. 

"What are you thinking of, then?" she exclaimed, 
at sight of us ; " are you losing your heads completely, 
idlers that you are. Here's a quarter of an hour that 
the Sister has been waiting for you in the dining-room, 
and I running like a madwoman all over the farm to 
find you." 

A vigorous shake to me concluded the sentence. 
Trees, sky, and earth were all mixed up before me for 
a moment, and when I had recovered myself suffi- 
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ciently to feel sure that my head was still upon 
my shoulders, the trees still rooted as usual in the 
grounc(^ and the sky at a safe distance above us, 
Hector was s>yinging his legs upon a chestnut branch 
above our heads. 

''No, no," he said to Madelon, "if you were to 
shake me the way you have just shaken Z^lie, I 
shouldn't have a clear thought again for a week, and I 
shall need all the powers of my mind before I have done 
with Sceur Am^lie to-day, for I've not learnt a single 
lesson, and she'll give it to me, unless I can make 
them up fast enough." Then, seized apparently with 
a sudden access of wild spirits, he began to give us, on 
the chestnut branch, a representation of Sceur Am^lie 
upbraiding him severely for his idleness, and waxing 
more and more angry as she talked. He imitated so 
well her cracked and yet sweet voice, he chose so 
exactly the expressions she used, he agitated his legs 
in such a ridiculous way to represent her little flus- 
tered manner, that I gained by my laughter a sounding 
box on the ear from Madelon, who still held me 
tight. 

" Ah, rascal ! " she shouted to Hector, " ha, bare- 
foot ! That is how you mock at people. It's I who 
would whack you if I could lay my hands on you." 

" Calm yourself, dear sister," he replied, in the tone 
of Sceur Am^lie, ** these rages are bad for the soul." 
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But the words were no sooner out of his mouth 
than he was seized with a burst of chuckling, and, 
turning round to follow the direction of his eyes, I saw 
Sceur Am^lie herself standing at the farther end of the 
path. 

She had not heard anything, and Hector dropped 
quietly from the tree. But as she advanced towards 
us she began to reproach him in the very terms he had 
been using. There was just difference enough between 
her voice and the voice he had assumed, to make the 
effect irresistibly funny, and again my unfortunate 
inclination to laugh got the better of me. I shook 
under Madelon's restraining hand, and this put the 
finishing touch to her honest exasperation. 

" Ah yes, ma Sceur ! " she exclaimed, " it is time for 
you to come. They have neither heart nor law, these 
children, and they are mocking you as if you were the 
puppet of a travelling dentist." 

In an instant of course the picture flashed before 
our eyes of Sceur Amdlie doing lay figure to a quack 
dentist in the market-place, and it was too much. 
Hector and I made no further attempts to contain 
ourselves, but laughed until the tears ran down our 
cheeks. 

*^What is this?" asked Sceur Am^lie, all ready to 
be offended. " ^Vhat is the meaning of this ? " 

" Oh, ma Sceur I " I explained, hastening to appease 
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her wrath ; " we beg your pardon, but we were there 
in the mood to laugh and be silly, and Madelon says 
something which finishes us off. We did not know 
the time, or we would have been waiting for you in- 
doors." 

"My remembrance of yesterday does not dispose 
me to laughter," Sceur Am^lie said, in the tone of one 
who reserves his judgment ; " but we shall see in the 
house if the work done for me justifies this merriment." 

"Ah, yes!" said Madelon, "it is I who would 
justify their merriment for them. Taking me out 
from my work like this, and Madame Loustanoff away, 
consequently double to do in the same time." 

Grandm^re had gone very early to a funeral on the 
other side of Cassagne, and was to stay and dine in 
the town. She would not, therefore, return till late 
in the afternoon, and with the burden of Hector's 
unlearnt lessons beginning to lie heavy on my con- 
science, I was, for the first time in my life, glad of her 
absence. 

Hector was in one of his wild moods. Instead of 
seeming depressed by the recollection of his work 
undone, he was in a condition of the highest spirits. 
His eyes were bright, his mouth ready to curl into 
laughter on the smallest provocation, his face, wreathed 
as it was with good-humoured smiles, seemed more 
than ev^r alive with intelligence and resolution 

s 
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Knowing well the kind of scene which was likely to 
ensue when Sceur Amdie discovered that he had done 
no work for her, I trembled as we tpok our places at 
the table, but Hector did not seem even then to give 
his lessons a thought. 

It was Sceur Am^lie's habit always to hear mine first, 
and if Hector would have busied himself in looking 
over his, I could have stammered and hesitated a 
little, and drawn out my repetition till he had had time 
to gain at least some notion of what he had to say. 
But, in spite of the ki9ks I gave him under the table, 
he did not so much as remember to find the places. 
He sat with his books closed gazing out through the 
open window, yet evidently seeing as little of what 
went on outside as he heard of what was going on 
inside. He was thinking, thinking hard, as I could 
see by the brightness of his eyes, and the firm set of 
his brow. I felt sure that he was planning in his mind 
the details of our flight to Montfort, and in the dis- 
traction caused by my desire on his account to draw 
his attention to his lessons, and my desire on my 
account to know the result of his thoughts, I had very 
nearly, by my manner of saying my lessons, drawn 
down upon my own head the indignation I dreaded 
for him. This did not dispose Sceur Am^lie to indul- 
gence, and it was with her severest manner that she 
turned presently to Hector. 
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•^ Eh, what ! My lessons ! " he exclaimed, coming 
only half back to the present moment. " Yes, of 
course ; where are my books ? " he started up to look 
for them, and Sceur Am^lie asked him what he meant 
when they were already on the table. 

" What was it I had to say?" he asked, as he began 
to turn over the leaves. 

" That is, surely, for you to know." 

" But I don't know. I don't remember in the least." 

" You can't have learnt them very well in such a 
case. Find the place." 

Hector was evidently completely puzzled. 

" But it is ridiculous to tell me to find a place when 
I don't know what place to look for. I don't remem- 
ber a bit more what I had to learn than if I had never 
seen one of these books." 

" In laughing as you did at Madelon's innocent 
remark, you have shown me enough for one morning 
that you think me ridiculous. But I am not so 
ridiculous as to be taken in by this idle pretence. It 
is impossible for anyone to learn a lesson and forget 
completely what it is about. You will find the place 
yourself." 

" But I didn't learn my lesson." 

" Ah ! for once, this is too much ; — to tell me you 
have not learnt your lesson in order that you may 
uphold your own obstinacy. Find the place." 
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Hector wrinkled his brow, gazed at her with the 
puzzled, almost idiotic, expression his face could some- 
times wear, and began without a word to turn the pages 
aimlessly. Gradually his eyes went towards the 
window, and, as they gazed outwards, brightened again^ 
the puzzled expression died away, and his countenance 
became once more a picture of eager resolution. But 
as I began to hope that the returned brightness meant 
awakening memory, and that he would be able in a 
moment to remember where his lesson was, I per- 
ceived that the book was dropping from his listless 
hands. Another glance at his face convinced me that 
his thoughts were far away from Sceur Amdlie and 
lessons. I longed to recall him, yet feared to attract 
Soeur Amdlie's attention ; and, between the fascination 
of watching Hector, and a wish to keep the Sister in a 
good humour by a show of determined industry, my 
brain, never strong, was soon in a pitiable condition. 
"Twice two are three," I repeated, audibly and 
fervently ; " twice four are six, twice seven are twenty- 
one." I was working hard putting down the figures as 
fast as I could say them, and, to my surprise, the slate 
was snatched out of my hands, the whole sum rubbed 
out, and I ordered to begin again. I had not the 
slightest idea why ; and now tears came to add to my 
mental confusion. It must be confessed that we were 
very aggravating. 
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** Hector," said Soeur Am^lie at length ; *' do you 
intend to do any lessons this morning, or do you wish 
to convey to me, by your behaviour, that my coming 
here is a farce, and that you are in a state of open re- 
bellion against the authority Madame LoustanofF sets 
over you." 

Hector did not hear the beginning of this speech. 
Graiidmbre's name awakened his attention, and he was 
evidently guessing at the sense of the other words, as 
he replied : 

" I don't rebel against Grandm^re's authority." 

" But you are ready to rebel against mine," exclaimed 
Sceur Am^lie. " Well, no ; it shall not be. Because 
Madame Loustanoff is not here you think you can do 
as you like. But I will act ; I also. If you do not 
say those lessons to me, and do what else you have to 
<io before I leave you, you shall go up to your own 
room, and I will ask Madelon to watch that you do not 
leave it till Madame LoustanofF returns." 

Madelon hearing her own name, came to the dining- 
room door, and her presence seemed to aggravate 
Hector, for he replied with open defiance : 

'* Madelon would have something to do to keep me 
in my room if I wanted to get out, for she can't lock 
the window, and as soon as her back is turned I would 
get down by the pine tree." 

" Yes, my lad," said Madelon ; " but there is no 
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pine tree by the hayloft, and that, with the Sister*s per- 
mission, is where I will put you. Then, with the ladder 
taken away, you may kick your heels at your pleasure. 
You are caged till Madame Loustanoff returns.'* 

" Well, just try," said Hector. " I won't go up of 
my own accord, and if you're strong enough to carry 
me up, I'll jump out of one of the granary windows." 

*'Ah, it's easy talking when we're on the 'solid 
ground, but when we are up at a window, some four- 
teen or fifteen feet above the ground, we remember 
that legs and arms will break, and we don't take these 
airy jumps. I'm ready, ma Soeur; I have good 
strong arms, and when you need me, you have only to 
give me a call. It is I who will have pleasure in 
locking up my little gentleman." 

Madelon returned to the scouring of her pots, and 
Soeur Am^lie reiterated her threat to Hector. Hector 
now was no longer absent ; he was bitterly offended. 

" I think it is a shame !" he said, with flushed 
cheeks, and something like tears of indignation 
moistening his eyes. " I have told you quite honestly 
that I forget what I had to learn. You won't tell me 
what it is, and yet you say you will lock me up if J 
don't learn it. How can I do what is impossible ? " 

'* The only impossibility in the matter," Sceur Amelie 
returned, "is that you can have forgotten what you 
had to learn, and that subterfuge shall not serve. I 
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will not be taken in by it for a moment. No ; not 
even so far as to tell you again what lessons you had 
to learn." 

" May I tell him, ma Soeur ? " I begged. " I re- 
member what they were, and he will learn them in a 
minute once he knows." 

But my interposition only increased Sceur Am^lie^s 
anger. 

" Hold your tongue, Z^lie, and confine yourself to 
doing your own . work. If you, whom they did not 
concern, can remember what they were, it is another 
proof of the absurdity of Hector's excuse. He has not 
forgotten them ; I will not admit for an instant that he 
has forgotten them." 

" Then I am a liar ?" said Hector. 

" Yes, you are a liar ; and lying is a mortal sin." 

" It's not true. I have forgotten my lessons. I am 
telling you the exact truth, and I won't submit to in- 
justice. If I can help it, Madelon sha'n't put me into 
the hayloft." 

But he could not help it; Madelon's arms were 
strong, as she said ; she did not scruple to call in one of 
the farm labourers to help her, and, at the end of 
lessons. Hector was carried, kicking and struggling, 
into the hayloft When he was in, and the ladder 
taken away, he stood at the open doorway straightening 
his clothes. 
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"Very well," he said to Soeur Am^e, who with 
Madelon, and one or two of the labourers, still stood 
in the yard below, " I shall not be here when Grand- 
mdre comes back, but she will know your injustice 
some day, and I will never learn lessons with you 
again while you go on saying that I am a liar." 

"They said he was a liar?" I overheard one of the 
labourers ask another, as everyone turned to go their 
different ways. 

" Yes, and he says no." 

"It was for that he struggled so hard? Ma foi ! I 
would have done as much ; it is not amusing to be 
shut up there with the rats for something you have 
not done." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

I DO not think I have ever in my life felt so lonely 
and so miserable as I did on that day, when, 
scarcely knowing what I did, conscious only of a dull 
rage in my heart against Sceur Am^ie, against Madelon, 
against all the world since Hector was punished, I 
went away into the chestnut wood to hide myself and 
cry, leaving Hector a prisoner in the loft. 

Hector and I had built ourselves a little hut of 
branches between the trees, and intp that I crept to 
bear my misery alone as best I could, till Grancjm^re 
should return. 

It is no exaggeration to call it misery. I shall never 
forget the suffering I endured. I was always a 
nervous child, ready to torment myself lest anything 
should happen to the people I loved, and Madelon 
had no sooner shut the hayloft door and bolted it on 
the outside with the pitchfork, than pictures had begun 
to arise in my mind of the terrible things which Hector 
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might do. I knew him well enough to know how in- 
tolerable the thought of waiting there for Grandm^re 
would be to his proud spirit, and I believed him 
capable of any desperate deed. He might burst his 
heart, I thought, in trying to break down the door, or 
he might hang himself, or he might smother himself in 
one of the heaps of grain, or, failing any of these 
things, he might very likely faint with the fatigue and 
emotion he had gone through, and with what- would 
have been to me the terror of being shut up there 
alone in the dark with the big rats, and then there 
would be no one to help him, — he might die in his 
faint. This was the idea which at last took possession 
of me. It was in vain that I tried to drive it 
away, — that I tried to reason with myself. I shut 
my eyes and would have forced my thoughts to some- 
thing else — I could only see as vividly as if it were 
reality, Hector lying on the floor of the hayloft, stiff 
and white, with the rats sniffing at him, and running 
over his body, — and the impossibility of reaching him 
became an agony. 

I don't know how long I had been there ; I was lying 
on the floor of the hut, not crying, but in a state of still 
pain, in which every minute that went by was hard to 
bear, when the sound of footsteps attracted my attention. 
The next moment Hector himself stood on the threshold. 
He looked as cool and unconcerned as usual. 
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" Oh, Z^He ! " he said, " you here ? — that is jolly ! — 
now you'll be able to get me some dinner." 

His voice brought me in some measure back to 
myself. 

" They have let you out ? " I managed to ask. 

" They haven't let me out ; I jumped out at the 
back through one of the granary windows, — it's quite 
easy. But it's past twelve, and dinner looked to me 
ready when I peeped through the chinks of the hay- 
loft door. You'd better go down to the house. Only 
look here ! isn't this a queer little beetle ? I picked it 
off the ground just now as I was coming up." 

He stretched out to me a hand which he had till 
now kept closed, and on the palm I saw a beetle 
somewhat different from any we had yet found in our 
woods. 

It gave me a strange indefinable feeling of respect 
for him to think that while I had been lying on the 
ground incapable, in that causeless agony of appre- 
hension, he with everything to do had been cool 
enough to observe a strange beetle on his path. I 
took hold of the tips of his fingers and leaned over to 
look at the insect; but suddenly the hand and the beetle 
became blurred beneath my eyes. I bent my head 
lower that Hector might not see, and before I could 
help it tears were dropping upon his palm. 

"Why, Zdie!" he said, "what's the matter?" 
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And, as I raised my face, he looked for the i 
time attentively at me. "You have been cryinj 
whole lot before, too ! — Have they been doing a 
thing to you ? " 

" No ! " I said, " no ! " 

" Why have you been crying then ? " 

" It was for you." 

" For me ? Do you really care about me, Z^ie ! 

His voice softened so suddenly that I gave hir 
hearty hug. He for the first time hugged me t 
and after that we both found ourselves laughing. 

I felt so happy, then, that nothing seemed to m< 
matter. It was without a scrap of fear, rather ¥ 
joy, at the prospect of braving an adventure for H 
tor's sake, that I ran away presently to dine mys 
and bring him back the materials for a meal. 

As Madelon and I were alone, our dinner did 
take long. I had a moment of anxiety when, after 
had finished, she took a piece of bread and a bowl 
soup, and mounted the ladder to the hayloft ] 
she did not go in. She contented herself with sett 
the bowl down just inside the door and quickly di 
the bolt again, as if afraid that Hector might recc 
mence the fight. I, for all my anxiety, took care 
profit by her absence to secure some of the salt go< 
we had been eating, and some bread and cheese, a 
a few minutes later I arrived in safety at the hut w 
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a well-filled basket in my hands. I had passed round 
by fowl-house and garden and vineyard, where eggs 
and salad and grapes had been added to the spoil I 
brought from the house, and Hector welcomed all 
with glee. It was the work of two or three minutes to 
kindle a fire of dry sticks in the hut. I knew quite 
enough about cookery to be able to prepare a simple 
meal, and I had soon the pride and delight of seeing 
Hector beam with satisfaction over an omelette which 
he held in a painfully hot plate upon his knees. His 
only seat was a bundle of sticks, table there was none, 
one plate constitiited the entire dinner service, but his 
appetite seemed limitless; he ate heartily of every- 
thing I had brought, and, as his spirits rose to rol- 
licking pitch, with the satisfaction of his hunger, mine 
too rose so high that if I had had a wish, it would 
have been that it might be supper time, and he hungry 
again to give me again the joy of feeding him. This 
was the first time I had had an opportunity of really 
serving him ; — I had been able to do it well. He was 
satisfied with me ; — I can understand still that I was 
happy. 

It was a good beginning to our journey to Montfort. 
When Hector presently told me to gather up what 
scraps remained, as we did not know where we might 
sup that night, I remembered, in spite of the pain at 
my heart his words awaked, that Grandmbre had her- 
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self said, " Where one goes the other must go," — and 
I was glad to think that whatever happened I should 
be with him. The steadiness of his resolution served 
me for resolution, and my scruples ceased to torment 
me. Possibly he was mistaken in going ; but since he 
went, my duty was clearly enough to stick to him. I 
don't quite know why the act of getting his dinner for 
him should have made this plain in my mind, but it 
did, and I worried him with no remonstrance when he 
announced that we should not return to the house 
again. I only felt as if somebody had taken hold of 
my heart, and squeezed it tight and hard. 

Pierre was the one person to whom we said any 
kind of good-bye. 

It was necessary to get Hector's money from him, 
and he was evidently surprised that we should ask for 
all three napoleons at once, when they had lain so 
long unthought of in his keeping. 

" I hope I am right to give them to you," he said, 
*^ without asking your grandmother. You are not 
going to do any folly with them, hein ! " 

" I shall spend them as a gentleman should," Hec- 
tor replied. 

" Ah, my proud little monsieur ! you will have no 
questions from an old blacksmith ; but if the old 
blacksmith loves you—" 

" And if I love the old blacksmith," Hector said, 
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holding out his hand with one of his beautiful bright 
smiles, " it doesn't follow that I tell him everything I 
am going to do. When people love one another they 
trust each other." 

Pierre took Hector's hand and shook it heartily. 

" You are right, my lad, you are right," he said ; " I 
should not have been afraid." 

And with that we went away. 

I had asked no question yet about how we were to 
reach Montfort. But presently Hector turned to me 
and asked, with the gentle, kindly manner he had 
assumed since the morning, whether I did not want to 
know his plan, " or perhaps," he said, " you think it's 
so horrid of me to go, that you don't care how we are 
going to do it ? " 

I was surprised and touched by such a humble 
thought from him, for I did not know that he too 
cared for sympathy ; and I answered from the bottom 
of my heart that it was I who would be horrid if I did 
not wish to know his plan. 

" It is rather funny," he said, with brightening eyes ; 
" come along, I won't tell you, but I'll show you some- 
thing." 

He burst into one of his happy chuckles as he spoke 
and held out his hand to me. We jumped over the 
ditch together, and then I raced after him, where l^e 
led through the woods and down to the river side till 
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we came out opposite to the mill-yard, where the 
miller and Marie Anna were loading a waggon with 
straw. 

" Well," I said, breathless and laughing, " is it to 
admire the miller that you have brought me here ? I 
. see nothing else." 

" It is to admire our carriage and our coachman." 

And Hector turned a somersault in now unrepressed 
delight. 

" M. Baptiste himself shall drive us to Montfort, 
where he goes to arrange all concerning his marriage. 
He takes the waggon, I know, half-way, and we shall 
travel in the straw as comfortably as kings in a coach. 
The other half of the journey we must manage for 
ourselves." 

" But, Hector ! he will never consent ! " 

" I should rather think he wouldn't consent if any- 
one was such a fool as to ask him. But we will climb 
up there as soon as it is dark, and sleep on the top of 
the load. Long before daylight he starts, and as he 
is much too fat ever to think of climbing up himself, 
hell walk before us more than half-way to Montfort 
without a suspicion that two little serpents have slipped 
into his straw. Don't you see him, red and conse- 
quential, telling everyone he meets that he has business 
at Montfort ? " 

It was funny to think of, and we had a hearty laugh 
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together as we walked down into the mill-yard to find 
out one or two things which Hector still wanted to 
know about the journey. 

My breath came and went uncomfortably fast while, 
as we watched the loading of the cart, Hector asked 
point-blank in his usual cool and simple fashion for 
all the information we wanted, but I suppose the 
miller thought it was quite natural that what was in- 
teresting to him should be interesting to us, for he did 
not seem in the least surprised by Hector's questions, 
and told us every detail we wished to know. A little 
inn called the " Cruchon d*Or," at the branching of 
the Montfort road towards Portalouve, would be his 
last stopping-place, for the house at which he was 
going to leave the straw lay out of the direct road, and 
when he had delivered the straw and put up his own 
horses, he meant to continue his road in the public 
coach. 

It was still early in the afternoon when we left him, 
and the hours seemed terribly long till evening, but 
Hector was so gentle and loving to me that afternoon 
that I was not nearly so unhappy as I should have 
expected to be. We took the precaution first of filling 
our basket with chestnuts and grapes, so that we might 
not starve upon the straw ; and then I believe Hector 
tried to keep me amused and occupied in order that I 
might not think too much of Grandmfere. We visited 

T 
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together all our favourite haunts, and there was onl 
; one moment when the pain of going seemed almos 

: more than I could bear. It was when, after the sui 

I went down, Hector called for the last time an assembh 

: of the little birds. 

j They came as usual in answer to his cries, wreni 

and robins, jays and thrushes, larks, chaffinches, anc 
I blackbirds. Though I had been with him on manj 

I bird-calling expeditions, I had never known then 

; come more quickly or in greater numbers, and on an] 

I ordinary occasion it would have been with delight 

even greater than his, that I should have welcomec 
them. But on this day each fresh bird that cam< 
seemed to me another voice from the woods and fron 
our old life saying good-bye to us, and when I though 
of how happy we had been, I could hardly keep my 
self from sobbing by Hector's side. Even now, whei 
I feel at all inclined to be sad, the evening clamou 
of birds always brings the tears to my eyes. 

I managed to control myself then, because I did no 
want Hector to think that his plan made me unhappy 
and when the birds had gone again, the silence and dark 
ness of night had fallen upon the woods, and our tim< 
of waiting was over. Half-an-hour later we were com 
posing ourselves to sleep on top of the miller's loadec 
waggon, and the last thing I remember of that night ii 
feelingHector pull thestrawround me to keepme warm 



CHAPTER XX 

WHEN I woke again we were already out upon 
the high road. Morning had scarcely come, 
for all around us was yet dark, and the birds in the trees 
by the roadside were only just beginning to wake. But, 
away to the east, there was a clear soft light in the sky, 
and when the freshness of the air had fully waked me, 
I could easily distinguish Hector sitting up in his shirt- 
sleeves, watching the dawn. His jacket was tucked 
round me.. I made him put it on again, and then he 
lay down at my side. It was too early for me to wake 
up, he said, and to please him I remained still as if I 
were asleep. In reality, the thought of Grandmfere 
waking, too, as I knew she would, with the earliest 
•dawn, to think of us anxiously, came to me the instant 
I was awake, and after that, sleep was impossible. I 
lay with eyes wide open in the darkness, thinking of 
her. Yet, even then, as I listened to Hector's quiet 
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breathing, and pictured the dangers of the road, I was 
glad that I had not let him come alone. 

The straw on which we lay was piled so high and 
wide that, as the cart jolted slowly on, it often brushed 
the branches of the trees on either side of the road» 
and, amidst showers of dew, startled birds flew out 
from time to time, fanning our faces with their wings as 
they passed through the keen air. We, moving along 
in our nest so high up, felt ourselves to be amongst 
them, and the strangeness of driving between the 
tree branches at that dark, quiet hour, with no com- 
panions but the awakening birds, combined with our 
thoughts to keep us both still and silent. Twice, at 
long intervals, Hector asked me in a low voice if I felt 
frightened, and when the second time I whispered 
back that I was not going to be frightened at all with 
him, he seemed satisfied, and we said nothing more 
till the mountain tops flamed with light, and all the 
country began to wake. Then, as the birds, no longer 
startled, flew out on every side in search of breakfast, 
and trees and hedges seemed alive with chirp and 
chatter and shrill song, as dogs in all the m^tairies 
began to bark, and oxen brought out to labour lowed 
gravely in the morning air, as the sound of human 
voices came from the fields, and the sun spreading 
bright, lit up the dewy vines and grasses far and wide, 
Hector and I woke fully too, and discovered that, like 
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the birds, we wanted breakfast. Like them, we had to con- 
tent ourselves with grapes and chestnuts, for my basket 
held nothing else; but we were not disposed to grumble, 
for, in the agitation of our grave adventure, breakfast 
seemed to both of us too small a trifle to be considered. 
We chatted a little while we ate, but we dared not 
raise our voices, for fear the sound might be heard 
above the rattle of the waggon-wheels, and we soon 
sank back into silence and the companionship of our 
own thoughts. We could not see the miller, and the 
fun we had anticipated in making him drive us un- 
awares to Montfort was forgotten. Hector's thoughts 
were evidently concentrated on future plans, and I sat 
beside him looking back. The country was glorious 
in russet and crimson and gold, and the deep blue of 
the autumn sky spread tranquil above the mountains ; 
but, with vision of the heart more penetrating than 
bodily eyes, I saw, through all the beauty, only Grand- 
m'bre lonely; and the pain and pleasure of that 
morning journey were so keenly mixed, that the in- 
Avard excitement alone remains in my memory. I 
have no recollection of any external incidents or de- 
tails till, when the sun was almost directly above our 
heads. Hector woke me from my thoughts by the in- 
formation that we were within a kilometre of the 
^* Cruchon d*Or." From that time I remember every- 
thing quite distinctly. 
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We got down from the cart by means of a hanging 
end of straw rope which Hector twisted and made fast, 
and we timed our descent in such a way that almost 
as our feet touched the ground, Baptiste urged his 
horses round the comer to the inn. We were thus 
left standing on the road alone. We were on a little 
hill. We could see the white line lying straight for 
miles across the country.- 

"This is the way to Montfort," said Hector; 
"come!" 

And we began to walk. Even the miller seemed to 
me like an old friend as we left him behind. We were 
both exceedingly hungry, but as we did not dare to ask 
for anything to eat at an inn where the miller might 
very probably stop and dine, the first thing to be done 
was to walk on to another inn. We had come away, 
of course, in the everyday clothes we wore about the 
farm. I, in my blue pinafore, bare-headed ; Hector 
wearing the common "^^-rr^/" of the country which 
Grandmbre had bought for him when his English hat 
wore out. We looked, therefore, like two little peasants, 
and we had no fear of being remarked, but for still 
further precaution we resolved to speak nothing but 
patois on the road. 

The second inn was a long way off. We had already- 
walked for several kilometres, and I was beginning to 
feel faint and sick with hunger and the heat of the sun 
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upon my head, when we were overtaken by an old man 
leading a donkey laden with panniers full of grapes. 

He was a respectable-looking man, dressed in a 
clean, though faded blouse, and his long white hair 
floated on his shoulders like that of Jeante of St, 
Loubouet, so, as I spoke patois better than Hector, I 
asked him, without fear, if he would sell us two bunches 
of his grapes. 

He said no, that they were for the soldiers, and that 
they were too dear for us, half a franc a bunch. 

It was a shameful price, and we had no hesitation 
in telling him so; but that was on the soldiers' 
account. So far as we ourselves were concerned, we 
wanted them too badly to care what the price was. 
Hector pulled out one of his napoleons, and the old 
man's manner instantly changed. 

" Ah ! " he said. " If that is how it is, you are 
among those who choose. Take ! take 1 which bunch 
you like, and, since we are going the same road, you had 
better journey on with me, till we meet the soldiers. I 
have no change to give you now, but when I have sold 
my grapes, I shall be full of money." 

We thought him avaricious, but it is the common 
fault of our peasants to be too fond of money, and we 
were not sorry to have someone to show us the way in 
a country which was now quite unknown to us. So 
we agreed readily enough to his proposition, and he 
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relieved my tired feet by putting me up on the donkey 
to ride between the panniers. He insisted also that 
Hector should keep his napoleon till we met with the 
soldiers, and as Hector dropped it back into the loose 
trouser pocket from which it came, he gave us much 
good advice on the necessity of taking care of money 
when we had it. 

Hector, never fond bf good advice, trudged on 
sturdily in the dust before us, but the old man, 
leading the donkey, walked by my side, and I had to 
listen, whether I liked it or not, to his conversation. 
The result of it was to terrify me very effectually. It 
seemed that an attempt had been made the night 
before to murder two children on the road to Dax ; 
children, the old man told me, who were not much 
bigger than Hector and me. He wanted to know if 
we had heard anything of it, and when I told him that 
we had not, he said that he knew none of the details, 
he only repeated what he had heard that morning in 
the inn. But the mention of the story led to talk 
about other dreadful things, and while my blood ran 
cold, and I sat trembling from head to foot, he told 
me one horrible story after another of robbery and 

• 

murder. I was so fascinated that I could not ask him 
to stop, and yet while he talked I became conscious 
of a growing repulsion from him which made me long to 
reach the place where our journey together was to end. 
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At last, to my joy, we came within sight of a field by 
the roadside, where, round little pyramids of stacked 
muskets, some hundreds of soldiers were sitting, or 
lying, or standing about in groups. 

It was the hottest hour of the afternoon. There 
was no shade in the field, and the sun poured down 
upon the gaudy uniforms and glittering musket-barrels 
till the stubble, amidst which the soldiers lay, seemed 
almost ablaze with colour and light But in our very 
short acquaintance with soldiers. Hector and I had 
already learned too much of their daily sufferings to 
take pleasure in the brilliant effect, and when we 
reached them we found what we had expected. They 
had been marching for hours in the heat and the dust. 
Their rations had gone, by mistake, to some other 
part of the country, and now, instead of being drawn up 
to rest by a spring in one of the many woods which 
clothed our hills, they were halting for an hour in the 
burning sun at a distance of more than half a kilometre 
from any water. Some lads from the nearest village 
were bringing water, and one barrel of wine — the 
whole contents of the village inn — had been sent out, 
but that was like nothing amongst so many, and the 
instant our grapes were seen we were surrounded with 
a rush which promised well for our old man's hopes 
of making money. Even those officers whqwere near 
pressed up to us with the eagerness of schoolboys, and 
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hands were thrust out on all sides to seize the fruit 

I 

] But when our guide announced the price of his 

merchandise, there was something like a wail oi 
i indignation from the men. Not one in twenty there 

% probably possessed half a franc. The hands so 

eagerly stretched out dropped back empty. Haggard 

faces, lit joyously a moment before by the hope oi 

f easing the torment of thirst, turned away more 

' haggard. The parched throats and swollen lips could 

hardly frame the husky cry of " shame, shame ! " 
which, faintly uttered by so many men, seemed to mc 
. the bitterest reproach I had ever heard; and yet, 
almost savagely, the few who could pay elbowed theu 
way through the crowd who could not, and they were 
still so many as to give our old man as much as he 
could do to serve them. 

Hector could not bear it. He jumped up beside 
me on the donkey. 

" Why do you not make him sell them cheaper ? ^ 
he cried, commanding attention at once by the energj 
of his voice and gesture. " If nobody would buy, he 
must sell at your own price." 

There was a generous movement through the crowd, 
^ " He is right. Let us make an effort," cried a voice 

we recognized, and Serjeant Martin Lamotte set the 
example of throwing back into the donkey's panniei 
the bunch of grapes he had scarcely tasted. More 
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swiftly than I can describe it the example was followed. 
A boyish-faced lieutenant of artillery, who had just 
secured two bunches, stopped in the act of raising a 
handful of berries to his black and swollen lips, and 
flung back the fruit untasted with a cry of " Well done^ 
Serjeant ! " Officers and men followed him. With 
one accord the crowd denied itself, and bunch after 
bunch fell into the donkey's baskets. There was a 
moment when Hector and I and the old man saw 
ourselves left alone with the grapes in the midst of a 
circle which withdrew from us, and a clamour arose of 
" Give us back our money, or else sell at half the 
price." 

There was nothing for it but surrender, and the old 
man agreed at once. 

" At half price ! " he cried, holding up a bunch in 
either hand, and in an instant the crowd was round us 
again. But, as he turned to take the grapes from the 
pannier, I surprised a glance thrown from him to * 
Hector which made me shudder from head to foot. 

" Oh, come away," I whispered, " I am sure that 
man is wicked ; " and scarcely knowing what I did, I 
dragged Hector to the outskirts of the crowd. 

There, notwithstanding the reduced price of the 
grapes, men were still standing who could only look 
on in silence with hungry eyes and hands thrust deep 
into pockets where not one sou was to be found. 
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" We could spare one napoleon, couldn't we, Zdlie? ** 
Hector asked ; and he put his hand into his pocket to 
draw it out 

The next instant a blank look overspread his coun- 
tenance. A deep blush succeeded it ; he knelt down 
on the stubble to turn out his pockets. The Avicep- 
tologie, from -which since Grandmbre had given it to 
him for his own he was never separated, a dirty hand- 
kerchief, some wire, and some bits of wood were the 
sole contents, and after a hasty inspection of these ob- 
jects he looked up at me with the blush still spreading, 
and penitence marked in every line of his face. 

'' Zaie ! I have lost them all." 

I was so overwhelmed that for an instant I could not 
speak. The soldiers round us asked if anything was 
the matter. Hector began to accuse himself : " I have 
brought her from home, and I have lost all — "and then 
I found my voice. 

"No, he has not lost," I said. "We have been 
robbed, and I am convinced that old man is the robber. 
Three napoleons. We had them safe when we met him 
this morning." 

I had little imagined the effect of my words. The 
old man was already out of favour, and my accusation 
was instantly caught up. 

" Robber ! robber ! seize him ! search him I " was 
repeated from mouth to mouth. Not more than two 
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or three knew what was the matter, but each member 
of the crowd seemed to take a personal pleasure in the 
punishment of the grape-seller. The excitement spread. 
Those from behind pressed on those who were in front. 
"Assassin'' was soon added to the other epithets. 
" Hold him ! secure him ! " was shouted on all sides. 
A scuffle of some sort took place. A cry like a pro- 
longed " Ah I " rang through the crowd, and when a 
soldier near us snatched me up in his arms that I might 
see, the sight which met my astonished eyes was no 
longer the white-haired old man in the spotless and 
neatly mended blouse, but our well-known tramp, still 
struggling, ragged and dirty, in the hands of the soldiers 
who had rolled him on the ground. His white wig lay 
at his feet. One of the white eyebrows had fallen off, 
the other still remained in its place. He had shaved 
his chin since we had last seen him, but in spite of 
all there was no mistaking him now. I understood 
why the glance he had given Hector had filled me with 
terror. 

Everything happened so quickly that I scarcely 
know how it came about. There was a great confu- 
sion ; officers from other parts of the field came up. 
In another moment two gendarmes had made their 
appearance ; the tramp's elbows were bound behind 
him. I heard the gendarmes reply in answer to some 
excited explanations : "Ah 1 it's .for something graver 
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than picking a little boy's pocket that we want him," 
and the tramp, who seemed utterly cowed, whined 
out, "They are not dead, therefore it's not murder.' 
Then, as the tramp was being mounted on his own 
<ionkey to be led away, Hector plucked my sleeve and 
whispered, " Zelie, let us run before they pay attention 
to us." 

It was not a minute too soon. We were only just 
on the other side of the hedge when we heard a cry 
raised of " The children," and, while the soldiers were 
looking for us in the field, we ran with all our speed 
along the ditch, and found shelter under the bushes of 
a little wood. 

We watched the tramp and his escort move away. 
We saw the soldiers come out after a time, and march 
in the opposite direction ; and then, when all was quiet 
and we were left alone. Hector turned to me and took 
both my hands in his. 

" Here we are, Zdie," he said, " without any money, 
and I know that you are hungry ; but I will get you 
something to eat somehow, if you can hold out a little 
longer. And you wouldn't like to turn back now, 
would you, just because of wickedness ? " 

There was a strange gentleness in his voice, as though 
he thought he had got me into trouble, and was sorry 
for it. But less than ever then should I have liked to 
turn back, and I told him so. 
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It cannot be denied that we did feel very hungry and 
tired and footsore, as we trudged through the remaining 
hours of the afternoon along the dusty high road. We 
had gone out of our way to the soldiers. We had little 
or no hope of reaching Montfort that night, and unless 
we arrived there, we had no idea where we should 
sleep, or eat, or how we should rest ourselves. We 
were so tired that we walked, I think, very slowly, and 
it was well we did. Towards nightfall we asked in a 
village we passed through how far it was to Montfort, 
and we were told that we had been coming the wrong 
way. We were as far from Montfort still as when we 
started from the soldiers' field. 

It was a terrible disappointment. I could not see 
Hector's face, and there was a moment of dead silence 
in the darkness. Then I heard Hector's voice shake, 
as, abandoning the patois he had hitherto used, he said 
in French, and with the indescribable dignity which 
caused the people round Salaret to call him the little 
English milord : 

" Would you have the kindness to give Mademoiselle 
a cup of milk and a piece of bread ? I have no money 
to repay you, but we have lost our way, and she is both 
hungry and tired." 

The woman he addressed had spoken to him before 
as to a little peasant. Now she perceived her mistake, 
and perhaps she also heard the quiver in his voice, for 
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she answered cordially, and brought us at once what 
we wanted to the door. 

My hunger had, by this time, become such a craving 
that the cup of milk she gave me was drained ahnost 
as soon as my lips had touched the brim. What was my 
disappointment, then, to hear Hector say, as she offered 
some in turn to him : 

" No, thank you, I am not hungry." 

I knew well why it was. He would beg for me — he 
would not beg for himself. I had no pride. I accepted 
gratefully the generous slice the woman cut from her 
com loaf, and hid a large half under the napkin, 
which was all that remained in our little basket We 
could not hope now to sleep at Montfort, so, at the risk 
of being taken up for trespassers, we crept into the first 
wood we reached, and, by the pale light of the stars, 
we made a bed of dried bracken and leaves, in which 
we very gladly laid our tired limbs. Then I, who had 
been watching my opportunity, ventured : 

"You must be dreadfully hungry. Hector." 

" Rather." 

" Look once more if there isn't a bit of bread hidden 
in the folds of the napkin. The idea comes to me that 
we didn't shake the napkin when we looked this 
morning." 

I did my very best to make my voice sufficiently 
hopeless, but my heart thumped against my side, till 
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Hector's joyous cry announced at once the success of 
my stratagem and the extremity of his hunger. 

" Oh, Zdie, such a jolly big bit ! — Won't you have 
some ? " 

If he had not been so hungry he would not have 
been deceived, for, though the bread was stale, it wa? 
not like bread which had been cut the day before. As 
it was, he suspected nothing, but lay and munched it 
by my side, with such comic expressions of delight, 
that I, for very happiness, fell asleep as soon as the 
jast mouthful had been disposed of; and to this day 
he does not know that he ever ate bread which had 
been begged. 

The night was fortunately fine, and we had given 
ourselves such a plentiful covering of bracken, that 
though the woods were sparkling in dew when we 
awoke, we found ourselves warm and dry, and much 
refreshed by ten hours of comfortable sleep. As we 
were preparing to leave our bed, we were startled by 
the barking of a keeper's dog. There was no time to 
get away, and Hector would not even attempt it. 
When the keeper came up. Hector told all that was 
needful to tell of our story. We had tried to walk 
from the "Cruchon d'Or"to Montfort, we had lost 
our money and missed the way, and having nowhere 
else to sleep, we had crept into the wood. Would he 
tell us the way we ought to go? 

u 
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In our crushed and dirty clothes we looked shabby 
and poverty stricken, and Hector did not now speak 
French. The keeper evidently took us for two little 
vagrants, and said somewhat sharply that our parents 
would do better to keep us at home than to send us 
out to seek for an existence on the high roads. 

" Nevertheless," he added, " if you are good for 
anything, you will be glad to earn your dinner by a 
little honest work. They have begun the vintage to- 
day in that farm up on the hill. They are short of 
hands, and, if you say I sent you, they will give you a 
day's work, and a dinner at the end of it" 

The eagerness with which Hector accepted his offer 
cut short some mutterings about the lock-up being the 
proper place for us, and with the joyful prospect of 
dinner before our eyes, we were soon in the vineyard 
he had pointed out. 

But to work for our bread was, as we soon found, 
a different matter to running down for amusement, as 
we did at home, to help the reapers, while the inclina- 
tion lasted. Five hours* toil in the full blaze of the 
autumn sun had almost exhausted us before the hour 
came to serve out the onion soup and bread, which, 
when it was given to us, I felt too sick to taste. 
Hector, tired as he was, was hungry still, and when. he 
had made a hearty meal, felt so much refreshed, that 
he declared himself ready to run, if necessary, the 
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whole way to Montfort ; but I thought with dismay of 
the long stretch of road, and scarcely knew how I 
should force my feet to move. 

Indeed, we soon found that it was impossible for 
me to go further without rest. Though I' tried hard 
to be as strong as Hector, my head began to spin, and 
my feet refused their office. Instead of walking I was 
presently staggering from side to side of the road, and 
we agreed that the only thing to be done was to give 
up for the present, and lie down again in a wood to 
rest. Nothing could have been tenderer than Hector 
was to nie. He gathered leaves and bracken to make 
me a bed, and when he saw me crying for disappoint- 
ment to find myself thus a hindrance to him in his 
undertaking, he comforted me gently, and said that 
anyhow I was as brave as a boy, and that he would 
never say again girls could not keep their promises. 
So, with my hand in his, I fell asleep, and when I 
woke, I found that he had been back to the farm and 
got a piece of bread and some grapes for me instead 
of the dinner I had rejected. When I sat up, refreshed 
by sleep, ready and glad to eat something, he looked 
on with great relief. He had thought I was going to 
be ill, but nothing was the matter with me except 
fatigue and hunger, and now, having rested and eaten, 
I found myself to my delight quite ready to go on 
again. 
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Unfortunately it was late in the afternoon, and, 
when night fell, we were still a long way from Montfort. 
We slept again in a hospitable wood, and breakfasted, 
as we had supped the night before, on a drink of 
water from a delicious spring, but towards midday I 
began to feel faint and ill, as on the previous afternoon. 
We had to pass through a little town, and the sight of 
the fruit and bread set out in the shop windows made 
me giddy. 

The expression on Hector's face helped me to 
recover myself. 

" Do you feel starved, Z^lie?" he asked anxiously, 
and at the same time he threw such a glance of despair 
upon the shops as I know no suffering of his own 
would ever have drawn from him. 

" No, oh, no ! " I said ; " I think I'm just a little 
thirsty." 

We were close by the fountain, and when I had 
drunk the cup of water Hector filled for me, and 
bathed my face, and rested for a little while, I was 
able by the help of Hector's arm to go on again. Once 
outside the town we thought we might find a sheltered 
place in which I could sleep, as I had done the day 
before. 

It was the general dinner hour, and the streets were 
almost empty. No one noticed us but an old woman 
who was selling roast chestnuts at the comer of the 
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Street, and, as I lingered a moment in the delicious 
smell, she thrust a handful of her wares almost into 
my face. I was, I suppose, half stupid, for I thought 
she meant to give them to us, and put my hand out 
eagerly to receive them. At the same moment she 
screamed, in a sharp, strident voice, " A sou for six," 
and Hector, drawing me on, dashed her hand roughly 
on one side. She cast after him an objurgation on 
his want of manners. I saw that his face was red, and, 
for the first and only time during our journey, tears 
were trembling on his eyelashes. 

When we had reached a place where I could rest, 
he made me as comfortable as he could, and then he 
left me, saying that he would bring me something to 
eat somehow. I was too languid to think or to ask 
any questions. I fell into a kind of doze, which was 
half sleep, half stupor, and I was dreaming of hot 
roast chestnuts when I was wakened by Hector's 
voice, saying : 

" Zdlie ! Z^lie ! wake up now and eat." 
He was kneeling beside me, bareheaded, with a 
glowing triumphant face, and in his cap, which he 
held in both hands, there was bread and hot roast 
chestnuts. I could hardly believe at first that it was 
not still a dream ; but the smell of the chestnuts, the 
eager joy of Hector as he peeled one of them and put 
it to my lips, convinced me that I was awake, that 
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this time I might put my hand out and take food. I 
did not say a word, I began to eat, and no one who 
has not been hungry can conceive what it was like to 
feel life coming back with every mouthful. The pain 
in my head grew less, the blood seemed to move again 
in my arms and legs, I felt light and bright once more, 
and even before I was able to think there was the 
delicious sense through my enjoyment that Hector 
had brought me this relief. 

As soon as my head was clear enough I asked him 
how he had managed to get food. 

For all answer he turned his pocket inside out. 
The dirty handkerchief was there, and the wood and 
the wire. The Aviceptologie was gone. 

"Hector! you have sold the book that Grand- 
mbre gave you because you loved it so, — and for 
me?" 

He nodded. " Then, after carefully considering his 
crust, he took an immense bite, and remarked, with 
a humorous twinkle in his eyes, " Not for you, — for 
chestnuts." 

I knew better. 

" How much did you get for it ? " I asked presently, 
when I had swallowed the lump which rose in my 
throat. 

"Six sous. They said it was old-fashioned and 
shabby," he explained in answer to my exclamation of 



HECTOR, 295 



dismay. " I showed them the pictures j they said 
they were neither pretty nor entertaining. They have 
bought it for waste-paper." 

We neither of us said any more, — it was like a friend 
to us. 

Our journey had become painful now, indeed. I 
would not for the world have taken away Hector's 
courage by expressing doubts of our success, but in 
my heart I began to feel that we should never reach 
Montfort. Hector, too, was almost exhausted. He 
made' jokes from time to time to cheer me, but he 
looked sad in between, and he had dark tired rings 
under his eyes. We spoke no more to each other of 
Georges or of Montfort, but plodded slowly on, — 
each, I believe, with the desperate determination to go 
so long as we could move our feet. 

Towards nightfall it began to rain ; still we went on 
and on, seeing no suitable place to sleep, till at last, 
wet and shivering, we entered the suburbs of a town, 
and exchanged the mud of the roads for closely set, 
pointed paving stones which, twisting and bruising our 
swollen feet, added such unendurable pain to our 
fatigue, that we stopped as with one accord. We had 
no need to speak, each knew what the other felt. But 
what was to be done? We gazed in silence down the 
feebly lighted street, and then looked back into the 
country from which we had come. The rain was 
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pouring down straight and heavy ; all behind us was 
darkness and mud. 

"You cannot sleep there, Z^lie," Hector said, and 
we looked again into the town. The street in which 
we stood was quite empty; cutting it, at a little dis- 
tance, there was another, which seemed wider and 
better lighted, and we could see people moving to 
and fro, but to reach it we must cross two hundred 
yards of paving stpnes. I cared little what became of 
us ; I would have liked to lie down where we were, 
but Hector, after gazing for a moment, drew my arm 
into his and led me forward, 

" You must not sleep in the open air to-night," he 
murmured in the tone of one who is uttering a familiar 
thought aloud. And when we got into the light of the 
broader street, I could see that he had taken a resolution. 

" What are you going to do. Hector ? " I asked. 

" I am going to sing 1 " he said ; *' people will give 
us perhaps a few sous." 

To sing for money in the public streets, he, my 
little gentleman. Hector! Exhausted as I was, the 
thought roused me. # 

" Hector, think of your grandfather ; what would 
he say ? " 

"He would say," Hector answered with a little 
smile, " that a gentleman must not fail the people who 
trust him." 
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He drew me down into the middle of the street, 
and, as if my words had reminded him of something, 
the song he chose to begin with was the English 
" Home, sweet Home ! " 

I only heard the first verse. As he was beginning 
the second my eyes fell on a familiar face in the little 
circle which came round us j my head spun suddenly 
round, and, instead of the words of Hector's song, the 
last sound which struck upon ray conscious ears was 
the voice of Georges of St. Loubouet exclaiming in 
consternation : 

" Gracious heavens. Monsieur Hector ! — What are 
you doing in this plight in the high street of Mont- 
fort ? " 

We were in Montfort ! Georges was there ! The 
next thing I knew was that I was dry and warm in a 
comfortable bed, with Dr. Charles sitting beside me 
feeling my pulse, and Marie Monthez standing ready 
with a basin of broth. Turning from them to look 
for Hector, I saw him sitting in an armchair by the 
fire, with just such a basin as mine steaming on a little 
table at his elbow ; and by degrees I understood that 
Dr. Charles had been passing in his carriage when 
Georges picked me up, and that he had driven us all 
to the house of Madame Monthez, where we were 
welcome, as Marie hospitably told us, to rest and eat 
for ever if we liked. 



CHAPTER XXL 

REST was delicious, indeed, between the herb- 
scented sheets, but we did not sleep till Hector 
had told why we came. Marie's father listened with 
the others to our story, and, when it was finished, he 
turned to Marie and Georges where they stood toge- 
ther, and said : 

" My children, you were right. A marriage between 
you is impossible. When the miller comes to-morrow 
for his final answer, it is I who will give it to him once 
for all." 

Marie and Georges exchanged a hearty shake of the 
hand. 

*^ The fact is," Majrie said, with a 'smile, " Georges 
and I like each other too much to be willing to make 
one another mutually unhappy. Now we shall remain 
friends to the end of our lives." 

" But that won't be much use," Hector said, "unless 
Georges gets Irma from the miller." And here Dr. 
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Charles stood up and said, with his kindly face glow- 
ing for sympathy, that he had an idea, and that if 
Georges would go outside with him, he would tell his 
plan. He buttoned his great coat and took his hat, 
saying that he would not return that evening, and he 
and Georges went out together. When Georges re- 
turned half-an-hour later, his lip was quivering with 
emotion, and his hand trembled as he held it out to 
Hector. 

"I shall never thank you," he said; "you have 
given me a happiness that you cannot even imagine." 

Two tears overflowed from his swimming eyes, and 
as he dashed them away with the back of his big 
brown hand, he said apologetically to the assembled 
circle : 

" Excuse me 1 It is joy." 

It was enough for that one night. Weary with so 
many strange emotions, I fell asleep without even try- 
ing to think what Dr. Charles' plan might be. 

When I woke, it was afternoon, and Grandmbre was 
at my bedside. Dr. Charles had driven through the 
night to Salaret, and at break of day Grandmfere 
had started with fresh horses to come to us. To tell 
my joy at seeing her, the sorrow I expressed for all 
the anxiety we had caused, is of little use, everyone 
who knows Grandmfere knows that any fault com- 
mitted against her alone is soon forgiven, and she has 
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never in her life been more gentle to me than she was 
that day. 

"Yes," she said, "we have passed through many 
emotions. For a time we believed that you had been 
murdered on the road to Dax ; and I blamed myself 
to have left you without care. You have also your 
share before you. You must take your courage in 
your two hands. But remember that your Grandm^re 
is always there who loves you as the child of her old 
age." 

She helped me to dress in the clean clothes that 
she had brought with her, and I was surprised to 
find how weak and tired I still was. I was glad to 
have her arm to lean upon as we went into the 
kitchen. 

An unusual number of people were there. Georges 
and Irma stood hand in hand by the window, looking 
so happy that there was no need to ask any questions 
about them. It scarcely occurred to me to be sur- 
prised at seeing Irma at Montfort, but when my eyes 
fell on Irma^s father and mother dressed in their best 
clothes, and chatting affably to M. Monthez, I began 
to think that something strange must have happened. 
Hector sprang forward to meet us as we entered the 
room, and his face was a revelation to me. 

"What is it?" I asked, with a sudden fear I could 
not account for. 
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"You have not told her? " said Dr. Charles. And 
as Grandmbre answered " No," Hector said, 

" First of all, Georges is rich, and he is to marry 
Irma in the spring." 

I clapped my hands for joy, as, hearing their names, 
Georges and Irma turned their radiant faces on us 
from the window j and it was in the midst of a happy 
murmur of congratulation, that Grandmfere said, 

" But the fact is, my poor little Zdlie, there is sad- 
ness for you underneath all this, for Hector has to 

go." 
Joyous sounds all round me, brilliant faces, only 

Hector gravely holding my hand in a silence I under- 
stood, while, with interruptions of joy and gratitude 
from the bystanders, Grandmbre told a story which 
accounted for all I saw. 

On the very day we left Salaret, she had returned 
home to find a letter waiting for her from Hector's 
grandfather, in which Hector's immediate return to 
England was desired. A terrible yachting accident 
had left the old man nearly desolate. Hector's three 
uncles had been drowned. The little orphan for whom 
but a short time before fhere had been no place, was 
now his grandfather's only heir. 

Our disappearance under the circumstances, with 
the. country full of strange men, and disquieting ru- 
mours afloat of children murdered on the road to Dax, 
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was too grave an occurrence to be concealed from 
Hector's guardians. Grandmere had telegraphed to 
England, and the instructions which were telegraphed 
back from England caused placards to be immediately 
posted through the department offering a reward of 
five thousand francs for our recovery. 

Dr. Charles was the first to see that Georges had 
fairly earned the reward, and when the object of our 
journey was made known there was little division of 
opinion in the matter. Five thousand francs in ready 
money, with the farm of St. Loubouet to come to him, 
and Grandm^e's goodwill, put Georges very nearly on 
a level with the miller as a match for Irma, and there 
was now no objection to the marriage we had so much 
desired. 

I heard it all as in a dream. Irma and Georges 
were rich and happy. Hector was to be rich and 
happy, and to live with the grandfather that he loved. 
Everyone round me was full of joy ; I also ought to 
rejoice, — and all I understood of the whole story was 
that Hector was going. 

'* Fortune has turned at last ! " exclaimed Madame 
Lagrace joyously; and then, with the one cry of 
** Hector ! " I threw my arms round his neck. 

He knew what I meant. 

" I will come back," he whispered, as he felt my 
sobs rise against his breast ; and amid the ever-in- 
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creasing cackle of congratulation, I heard Grandm^re 
saying gently, 

"It is for his good, Z^lle." 

Yes, it was for his good. That was the best thought 
to comfort me. I repeated it to myself, when I looked 
again at the happy faces, and I felt that it was wicked 
to grudge them their happiness. Yet the joy on every 
countenance seemed to drive me cruelly away, and my 
eyes did not rest till they fell on Marie Monthez, who 
alone of the strangers looked on with pity. 

Our eyes met, and I knew as one does know things 
sometimes in an instant, that she was not happy like 
the rest. 

At the same moment she started and coloured 
slightly. A shadow had fallen upon the floor, and the 
miller entered the room. 

The scene was evidently a complete surprise for 
him. His red face grew positively pale for an instant, 
and his jaw dropped as he perceived (Jeorges and Irma 
by the window, where they still stood hand in h^nd. 
They were so happy they saw nothing. They did not 
know the miller had come in. 

I could see Marie's eyes follow him with the pitiful 
expression deepening into pain. 

M. Monthez came forward. 

" I am sorry, Baptiste," he said, " I would have 
spared you this surprise, but I did not expect you till 
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the evening. Your answer is clear, I think." And he 
indicated with his right hand Georges and Irma. 

"You mean that she marries the other?" said the 
miller, stupidly staring at the couple in the window. 

" Yes, and if you weren^t a fool, you'd marry another, 
too ! " cried a sharp voice behind him. 

We turned to see Marie Anna. 

" Oh, yes ! " she replied in answer to the expression 
with which the miller met this new surprise. ** You 
thought I would remain at the mill for ever while you 
made a fool of yourself at your leisure in Montfort. 
Ma foi, I could stand it no longer, and I took the 
diligence last night to come and see my son." 

Then Baptiste's wrath found a vent. 

" Don't plague me with your son ! " he thundered ; 
" I don't believe you have a son ; or if you have, go to 
him for good and alL" 

" So I will ! " replied Marie Anna smartly, " and to 
the inn of the * Cruchon d'Or * also. My son has 
bought the goodwill, and he can do without me no 
longer. Therefore I give you here my eight days' 
notice." 

" Eight days' notice !" repeated the miller, suddenly 
sobered ; " after forty-seven years of service, you give 
me eight days' notice ! But what is to become of 
me?" 

"Little I care," replied Marie Anna, "what be- 
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comes of you. I have had enough in forty-seven years 
of serving a fool. Ah, I have no son ! Well,, con- 
tinue, continue as you are doing, and we shall see 
which of us two will grow old with grandchildren about 
our knees." 

The allusion was like the prodding of a goad in the 
miller's pride. He evidently writhed under it, and the 
colour mounted purple over his forehead as he made 
an effort to contain himself and answered humbly, 

** But the linen, Marie Anna ! Who will look after 
it ? And the provisions ? It is you who keep them 
always locked. You cannot plant me there with 
nobody?" 

He looked so big, so helpless, so shamefaced, that 
a heart of stone must have felt some pity for him. 

** Foster-mother," said Marie Monthez, " you will 
stay with him a little longer." 

"Not a day!" retorted Marie Anna. "It is for 
those who feel sorry for him to help him now if they 
like. I've borne with him for forty-seven years, and J 
have had enough." 

" Ah, yes ! " she continued, addressing the miller 
with renewed fire of sarcasm. " You think it is I, with 
my worn-out eyes, who for the last ten years have 
mended your linen, — you think it is I who take the 
trouble to renew the rosemary and lavender every 
summer in the shelves. You think it is I who spend 

X 



3o6 HECTOR, 



my time in seeking new dishes to tempt your appetite. 
Undeceive yourself, I would never have been so foolish 
as 'to devote myself thus to a man! But," and she 
turned to the assembled company, "see a little the 
imbecility of men. There is one of whom nature has 
made a mass of egoism, seeing no farther than his 
nose, asking nothing but that his comfort may pass 
before all else in the world. Here is an angel of 
intelligence and devotion, who has but one folly, that 
of being ready to pass her life in his service. And he, 
at his age, spends his time in running on the one side 
after a young girl who detests him, and on the other 
after an old scold who despises him. Oh, men ! We 
have to spend our lives in showing them that two and 
two make four." 

" My opinion is," said Grandm^re good-humouredly, 
as all eyes turned to the burning countenances of the 
miller and Marie Monthez, " that this is a case for 
showing how from four we can make two and two. 
What do you say, Baptiste ? — the world has given you 
Marie Monthez for a bride long since." 

The miller had been brought very low ! 

" Is it true ? " he asked, with an awkward attempt to 
take Marie Monthez's hand ; " you will love me and 
you will not throw me over ? " He cast a rueful glance 
on either side as he spoke to Irma and to Marie Anna. 

Marie Monthez had recovered her composure by 
this time. 
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" I have loved you all my life, Baptiste," she said 
simply, " and you know I am a good manager." 

So it was settled to the great delight of Marie Anna, 
who, notwithstanding her contempt for the miller, 
entertained a respect for the mill, which had caused 
her, as she now avowed, to plan this marriage for her 
foster-child thirty years ago, when the little Marie was 
still a baby at her breast. 

One other pleasant thing happened before my great 
sorrow came. Grandm^re bought back the Avicepto- 
logie on our way to Salaret, and restored it to Hector. 

Before he went to England, he in his turn gave it to 
me because, he said, it was the thing he had of his 
own which he loved the most, and he would come 
back some day to fetch it. But of all the rest I cannot 
speak. We hear from him often, — I have never seen 
him since. He was only with us for a few months, 
but in that time he made two households happy. His 
name is remembered lovingly at St. Loubouet and at 
the mill, and I have often thought since then of what 
Grandm^re said the first day he came, " It is the in- 
dividuals who achieve something, not the men whom 
Nature turns out like buttons by the gross." 

It is long now since these things happened, and I 
suppose I have grown to be a woman. A little while 
ago I felt still like a child ; but on the day on which I 
first began to write these recollections, Dr. Charles 
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asked Grandm^re to let me be his wife. He said he 
had loved me ever since that day in the springtime 
long ago, when he saw me coming down Esquebesse's 
lane in the sunshine, with my pinafore pockets full of 
flowers. I am very sorry I cannot love him too, but 
Grandmfere allowed me to decide for myself, and I 
stay at Salaret Since this took place, I have felt that 
I am not quite a child, and I have tried to grow 
wiser and more sensible as a woman ought to be. But 
I hardly know yet which I am, and I ask myself some- 
times whether it is a child's folly or a woman's, which 
makes me still believe Hector's promise, " I will come 
back." 
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Dyer, LL.D. With nearly 300 Wood Engra'vfngs, a large Map. 
and a Plan of the Forum. 4th Edition, bringing the wo^k down to 
1874. Post 8vo. ^s. 6d. 
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ROME AND THE CAM PAG N A. A Historical and Topo- 
graphical Description of the Site, Buildings, and Neighbourhood of 
Ancient Rome. By R. Burn, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor 
of Trinity College, Cambridge. With 8$ EDgravings by JEWITT, 
and numerous Maps and Plans. An Appendix and additional 
Plan, bringing the work down to 1876, have been added. 
Demy 4to. 3/. y. 

OLD ROME. A Handbook of the Ruins of the Ancient City 
and the Campagna, for the use of Travellers. By R. Burn, M.A., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. Demy Svo. With lUustra- 
lions, Maps, and Plans. 10s. 6d. 

A HANDBOOK OF ARCH/EOLOGY, EGYPTIAN. 
GREEK, ETRUSCAN, ROMAN. By H. M. Westropp. Second 
and cheaper Edition, revised by the Author. With very numerous 
Illustrations. Post Svo. ys. 6d. 

BIOGRAPHY, 

BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. By Thompson Cooper, 

F. S. A , Editor of ' Men of the Time. ' Containing concise Notices of 
Eminent Persons (upwards of 15,000) of all Ages and Coimtries. 
I vol. price i2j. 

* Mr. Cooper takes credit to himself, and is, we think, justified in doing so, for 
the great care bestowed upon the work to insure accuracv as to facts and dates ; 
and he is right perhaps in saying that his Dictionary is the most comprehensive 
work of its kind in the English language.' — Pall Mall Gazette, 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL DICTIONARY OF 

PAINTERS AND ENGRAVERS. With a List of Ciphers, 
Monograms, and Marks. By M. Bryan. A New Edition l^ 

G. Stanley. 

A SUPPLEMENT of RECENT and LIVING PAINTERS. 

By H. Ottley. Imp. Svo. iis. 

A DICTIONARY OF ARTISTS OF THE ENGLISH 

SCHOOL : Painters, Sculptors, Architects, Engravers, and Oma- 
mentists. With Notices of their Lives and Works. By Samuel 
Redgrave, joint Author of ' A Century of Painters of the English 
School.' New Edition, revised. Demy Svo. i6j. 

BOSWELL'S JOHNSON, and JOHNSONIANA. Including 
his Tour to the Hebrides, Tour in Wales, &c. Edited, with large 
Additions and Notes, by the Rt. Hon. J. W. Croker. The 
second and most complete Copyright 'Edition, with upwards of 
40 Engravings on Steel. Post Svo. 5 vols. 2.0s. 

COLERIDGE (S. T.) Biographia Literaria, and two Lay 
Sermons. Post Svo. 3J. td. 

CUNNINGHAM'S LIVES OF THE MOST EMINENT 
BRITISH PAINTERS. 3 vols, post Svo. 35. 6</. each. 

FOSTER (JOHN), The Life of. 2 vols, post Svo. 3^. 6^. each. 

GOETHE, Autobiography of (Wahrheit und Dichtung aus Meinem 
Le^jen). 2 vols, post Svo. 3^. dd, each. 
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GOETHE. Conversations with Eckermann and Soret. Post 8vo. 

GOETHE. Correspondence with Schiller. 2 vols, post 8vo. Js, 

GOLDSMITH (O.), The Life of, together with The Sketch- 
Book. By Washington Irving. Post 8vo. 3J. 6d. The Life 
alone, in paper wrapper, is. 6d. 

IRVING (W.), Life and Letters. By his Nephew, P. E. Irving. 
In 2 vols, post Svo. 3J. 6d. each. 

LESSING, Short Life, with DRAMATIC WORKS. 2 vols. 
3^. 6d. each. 

LUTHER, Autobiography of. Edited by Michelet. Translated by 
W. Hazlitt. Post Svo. y. 6d, 

MAHOMET AND HIS SUCCESSORS. By Washington 
Irving. Post Svo. y. 6d. 

MICHAEL ANGELO AND RAPHAEL, their Lives and 
Works. By Duppa and Quatremere de Quincy. With 13 
Engravings on Steel. Post Svo. 5J. 

NELSON, The Life of. By R. Southey. With additional Notes 
and numerous Illustrations. Post Svo. $s. 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES. Newly translated. By A, Stewart, 
M.A., and G. Long, M.A. 4 vols. 3J. 6d. each. Vols. I, II, and 
III, ready. 

RICHTER (J. P. F.), Autobiography and short Memoir, with 
the Levana. Post Svo. 3^. 6d. 

WASHINGTON, The Life of. By W. Irving. With Portrait. 
In 4 vols, post Svo. 3J. 6d, each. 

WELLINGTON, The Life of. By An Old Soldier, from the 
materials of Maxwell. 18 Engravings. Post Svo. Sj. 

By A. Stewart, M.A. Post Svo. u. 6d, 

WESLEY (JOHN), The Life of. By R. Southey. New and 
Complete Edition. With Portrait. Post Svo. $/. 



By tJu laie Sir A, Helps, K,CM, 

BRASSEY (T.), The Life and Labours of the late. With Illus- 
trations. 6th Edition. lof. 6^. 

HERNANDO CORTES, The. Life of, and The CONQUEST 
OF MEXICO. 2 vols. Crown Svo. 15?. 

COLUMBUS, The Life o£ The Discoverer of America. 8th 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6^. 

PIZARRO, The Life of. With Some Account of his Associates in 
the Conquest of Peru. 2nd Edition. Crown Svo. 61. 

LAS CASAS, The Life of, the Apostle of the Indies. 3rd Edition. 
Crown Svo. dr. 
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HISTOR V. 

MODERN EUROPE, from the Fall of Constantinople to the 
Founding of the German Empire, A.D. 1453-1871. By Thomas 
Henry Dyer, LL.D. 2nd Eidition, revised throughout and con- 
tinued by the Author. In $ vols, demy 8vo. 2/. 12s. 6d. 

KINGS OF ROME, History of the. By T. Dyer, LL.D. 
With a Prefatory Dissertation on the Sources and Evidences of 
Early Roman History. Demy 8vo. i6j. 

' It will mark or help to mark an era in the history of the subject to which It is 
devoted. It is one of the most decided as well as one of the ablest results of 
the reaction which is now in progress against the influence of Niebuhr.' — Pa/l 
Mall Gazette. 

DECLINE OF THE ROMAN REPUBLIC From the 
Destruction of Carthage to the Consulship of Julius Caesar. By 
George Long, M.A. 5 vols. Svo. 14^. per vol. 

' If any one can guide us through the almost inextricable mazes of this laby- 
rinth, it is Mr. Lon^. As a chronicler, he possesses all the requisite knowledge, 
and what is nearl^r, if not quite as important, the necessary caution. He never 
attempts to explain that which is hopelessly corrupt or obscure : he does not 
confound twilight with daylight ; he wsums the reader repeatedly that he is 
standing on shaking gcound ; he has no framework of theory into whidi he 
presses his facts.' — Saturday Review. 

GIBBON'S ROMAN EMPIRE. Complete and unabridged. 

In 7 vols. 3J. 6<f. each. 

LIFE OF THE EMPEROR KARL THE GREAT. Trans- 
lated from the contemporary History of Eginhard, \vith Notes 
and Chapters on Eginhard — the Franks — Karl — and the Breaking-up 
of the Empire. With a Map. By William Glaister, M.A., 
B.C.L., University College, Oxford. Crown Svo. \s. 6d. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, during the Early and Middle 
Ages. By C. H. Pearson, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. 
2nd Edition, much enlarged. Vol. I. Svo. 16s. Vol II. Svo. i^r. 

HISTORICAL MAPS OF ENGLAND during the First 
Tliirteen Centuries. With Explanatory Essays and Indices. By 
C. H. Pearson, M.A. Imp. fopo. 2nd Edition. 31J. 6d. 

THE BARONS' WAR. Including the Battles of Lewes and 
Evesham. By W. H. Blaauw, M.A. 2nd Edition, with Additions 
and Corrections by C. H. Pearson, M.A. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND FROM 1800 to 1815. Being 
a Reprint of the 'Introduction to the History of the Peace.' By 
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THIRTY YEARS' PEACE, 1815-45, A History of the. By 
Harriet Martineau. With new and copious Index, containing 
upwards of 4000 references. 4 vols, post 8vo. 3J. 6d. each. 

QUEENS OF ENGLAND, from the Norman Conquest to the 
Reign of Queen Anne. By Agnes Strickland. Library Edition, 
with Portraits, Autographs, and Vignettes. 8 vols, post Svo. js. 6d, 
each. Cheap Edition, 6 vols. 55. each. 

MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS, The Life of. By Agnes 
Strickland. 2 vols, post Svo. cloth gilt, 10s. 

HISTORY OF THE IRISH REBELLION IN 1708. By 

W. H. Maxwell. With Portraits and Etchings on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. loth Edition. 7s, 6d» 



THEOLOGY. 

ARTICLES OF RELIGION, History of the. To which is 
added a Series of Documents from a.d. 1536 to A.D. 1615. To- 
gether with Illustrations from contemporary sources. By the late 
C. Hardwick, M.A., Archdeacon of Ely. 3rd Edition. Revised, 
with additional matter, by the Rev. F. Procter, M.A., Author of 
* A History of the Book of Common Prayer.' Post Svo. 51, 

THE CREEDS, Histoiy of. By J. Rawson Lumby, D.D., 
Norrisian Professor of Divinity, Cambridge. 2nd Edition. • Crown 
Svo. 7J. 6e/. 

PEARSON (BP.) ON THE CREED. Carefully printed from 
an Early Edition. With Analysis and Index. Edited by E. Wal- 
ford, M.A. Post Svo. SJ. 

COMMON PRAYER. Historical and Explanatory Treatise on 
the Book of. By W. G. Humphry, B.D., Prebendary of St. Paul's 
and Vicar of St. Martin-in-the-Fields. 6th Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Fcap. Svo. 4r. 6rfl 

COMMON PRAYER, Rational Illustrations of the Book of. 
By C. Wheatley, M.A Post Svo. y. 6d, 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD TESTAMENT. By 
F. Bleek. Translated from the German by G. H. Vena6les, 
under the supervision of the Rev. E. Venables. In a vols. lor. 

COMPANION TO THE GREEK TESTAMENT. Fcr the 
use of Theological Students and the Upper Forms in Schools. By 
A. C. Barrei-t, M.A, Caius College. 4th Edition, revised, 
Fcap. Svo. 5J. 
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By F, H, Scrivener^ D, C,L,^ Prebendary of Exeter, 

NOVUM -TESTAMENTUM GR/ECUM, TEXTUS STE- 
PHANICI, 1550. Accediint variae lectiones editionum Bezae, Elzeviri, 
Lachmanni, Tischendorfii, et Tregellesii. i6mo. 4J. 6d, With wide 
Margin for Notes. 410. 12J. 

A PLAIN INTRODUCTION TO THE CRITICISM OF 

THE NEW TESTAMENT. With 40 Facsnniles from Ancient 
Manuscripts. Containing also an Account of the Egyptian Versions 
by Canon Lightfoot, D. D. For the Use of Biblical Students. New 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 16s. 

SIX LECTURES ON THE TEXT OF THE NEW TESTA- 
MENT and the ancient Manuscripts which contain it. Chiefly 
addressed to those who do not read Greek. With facsimiles from 
MSS. &c. Crown 8vo. 6s. 




BOOK OF PSALMS ; a New Translation, with Introductions 
and Notes, Critical and Explanatory. By the Very Rev. J. J. 
Stewart Perowne, D.D., Dean of Peterborough. 8vo. Vol. I. 
5th Edition, iSj. Vol. 11. 5th Edition, 16s. 

An abridged Edition for Schools and Private Students, 2nd 
Edition, crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

A COMMENTARY ON THE GOSPELS AND EPISTLES 

for the, Sundays and other Holy Days of the Christian Year. By 
the Rev. W. Denton, A.M., Worcester College, Oxford, and 
Incumbent of St. Bartholomew's, Cripplegate. In 5 vols. iSs. each. 

A COMMENTARY ON THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. 
By the Rev. W. Denton, A.M. In 2 vols. Vol. 1. 18/. Vol. II. i^. 

These Commentaries originated in Notes collected by the compiler to aid in 
the composition of expository sermons. They are derived from all available 
sources, and especially from the wide but little-known field of theological com* 
ment found in the * Schoolmen ' of the Middle Ages. They are recommended 
to the notice of young Clergymen, who frei^uently, while inexperienced, are 
called upon to preach to educated and intelligent congregations. 

BIBLE-ENGLISH. Chapters on Words and Phrases in the Autho- 
rized Version of the Holy Scriptures and the Book of Common Prayer, 
no longer in common use ; illustrated from contemporaneous writers. 
By the Rev. T. Lewis O. Davies, M.A., Vicar of St. Mary Extra, 
Southampton. Small crown 8vo. 5^. 

LIFE AND EPISTLES OF ST. PAUL. By T. Lewin, 
Esq., M.A., F.S.A., Trinity College, Oxford, Barrister-at-law, 
Author of 'Fasti Sacri,' 'Siege of Jerusalem,' 'Caesar's Invasion,' 
* Treatise on Trusts,' &c. With upwards of 350 Illustrations finely 
engraved on Wood, Maps, Plans, &c. In 2 vols. 4th Edition, 
revised. Demy 4to. 2/. 2s. 
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ANALOGY OF RELIGION, Natural and Revealed, and Ser- 
mons with Notes. By Bp. Butler. Post ^vo. 31. 6d. 

CHURCH OR DISSENT? An Appeal to Holy Scripture. 
Addressed to Dissenters. By T. P. Garnier, M.A. 2nd Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d, Cheap edition, paper wrapper, is, 

HOLY LIVING AND DYl|^G. By Bp. Jeremy Taylor. 
With Portrait, Post 8vo. y. 6d. 

THOMAS \ KEMPIS. On the Imitation of Christ. A New 
Translation. By the Rt. Rev. H. Goodwin, Bishop of Carlisle. 
3rd Edition. With fine Steel Engraving after Guido, 55. ; without 
the Engraving, 3^. 6d. Cheap Edition, is, cloth ; 6d. sewed. 



For Confirmation Candidates, 

THE CHURCH TEACHER'S MANUAL OF CHRISTIAN 

INSTRUCTION. Being the Church Catechism expanded and 
explained in Question and Answer, for the use of Clergymen, 
Parents, and Teachers. By the Rev. M. F. Sadler. 24th Thou- 
sand. Fcap. 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

* Far the best book of the kind we have ever seen. It is arranged in two 
portions *, a longer and more thorough Catechism, and then, along with each 
section thereof, a shorter and more elementary set of questions on the same 
subject, suited for less advanced pupils. ,.,... Its thoroughness, its careful 
explanation of words, its citation and exposition of Scripture passaees and their 
ftw meaning, in cases where that full meaning is so often explained away, make 
it a most vjduable handbook.' — Literary Churchman, 

CATECHETICAL HINTS AND HELPS. A Manual for 
Parents and Teachers on giving Instruction in the Catechism of 
the Church of England. By the Rev. E. J. BOYCE. 3rd Edition, 
enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 2J. 6d, 

* Perhaps the most thoroughly practical little book on its subject we have 
ever seen. Its explanations, its paraphrases, its questions, and the mass of infor- 
mation contained in its appendices, are not merely invaluable in themselves, but 
they are the information actually wanted for the purpose of the teaching con- 
templated. We do not wonder at its being in its third edition.' — Literary 
Churchman. 

THE WINTON CHURCH OATECHIST. Questions and 
Answers on the Teaching of the Church Catechism. By the Rev. 
Dr. MoNSELL. 3rd Edition. 32mo. cloth, y. Also in f^oiu: Parts, 
dd, or 9^f. each. 

LIFE AFTER CONFIRMATION. By J. S. Blunt. i8mo. \s, 

CONFIRMATION DAY. Being a Book of Instruction for 
Young Persons how they ought to spend that solemn day. By the 
Rt. Rev. H. Goodwin, D.D., Bp. of Carlisle. 8th Thousand. 
2d.\ or 25 for 35. 6rf. 
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By the Rev, M, F. Sadler^ Rector of Honitotu 

CHURCH DOCTRINE— BIBLE TRUTH. Fcap. 8yo. 26th 
Thousand, 3J. dd. 

* Mr. Sadler takes Church Doctrine, specifically so called, subject by subject, 
and elaborately shows its specially marked Scripturalness. The objective nntiire 
of the faith, the Athanasian Creed, the Baptismal Services, the Holy Eucharist, 
Absolution and the Priesthood, Church Government and Confirmation, are some 
of the more prominent subjects treated. And Mr. Sadler handles each wiih a 
marked degree of sound sense, and with a thorough masteiy cf his subject.' — 
Guardian. 

' We know of no recent work professing to cover the same g^'ound in which the 
agreement of our Church Services with the Scriptures is more amply vindicated.' 
— From an adverse review in the Christian Observer, 

THE ONE OFFERING; a Treatise on the Sacrificial Nature of 
the Eucharist. 7th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

' A treatise of singular clearness and force, which gives us what we did not 
really i>osaess till it appeared.' — Church Times. 

'It is by far the most useful, trustworthy, and accurate book we have seen 
upon the suDJcct.' — Literacy Churchman. 

' The subject of the Holy Eucharist is ably and fully treated, and in a candid 
spirit, by Mr. Sadler in these pages.' — English Churchntan. 

THE SECOND ADAM AND THE NEW BIRTH ; or, The 

Doctrine of Baptism as contained in Holy Scripture, Fcap. 8vo. 
7th Edition, price 4f. (id, 

^The most striking peculiarity of this useful little work is that its author 
argues almost exclusively from the Bible. We commend it most earnestly to 
clergy and laity, as containing in a small compass, and at a triiling cost, a body 
of sound and Scriptural doctnae respecting the New Birth, which cannot bt: too 
widely circulated. — Gitardian, 

THE SACRAMENT OF RESPONSIBILITY; or, Testi- 

mony of the Scripture to the Teaching of the Church on Holy 
Baptism. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 3rd Edition, os. 6d. Also, Cheap 
Edition, 26th Thousand, fcap. 8vo. sewed, 6d. 

* An exceedingly valuable repertory of arguments on, the questions it refers 
to.' — English Churchman. 

EM MAN U EL ; or, The Incarnation of the Son of God the Founda- 
tion of Immutable Truth. 2nd and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5J. 

JUSTIFICATION OF LIFE: its Nature, Antecedents, and 
Consequences. Written with special reference to Plymouth 
Brethrenism. Fcap. Bvo. 4J. 

THE LOST GOSPEL AND ITS CONTENTS; or. The 

AuV'ior of ' Supernatural Religion ' Refuted by himself. Demy Svo. 
7J. 6d, 

SERMONS. Plain Speaking on Deep Truths. 5th Edition. 6/. 
Abundant Life, and other Sermons. 6s, 
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THE COMMUNICANT'S MANUAL; being a Book of Self- 
examination, Prayer, Praise, and Thanksgiving. 14th Thousand. 
Royal 32mo. roan, gilt edges, price 2s. ; cloth, is. td. Cheap 
Edition, for distribution, 51st Thousand, 8^. A larger Edition, on 
fine paper, and Rubrics. Fcap. 8vo. 2J. td. ; morocco, 7J. 

SCRIPTURE TRUTHS. A Series of Ten Plain, Popular 
Tracts, upon subjects now universally under discussion. 9<3t per 
set, sold separately. 



STANDARD PROSE WORKS, 

ADDISON. Works. With Notes by Bishop Hurd, and nu* 
merous Letters hitherto unpublished. With Portrait and eight 
steel Engravings. 6 vols, cloth, gilt, post 8vo. \s. each. 

BACON'S (LORD) ESSAYS AND HISTORICAL WORKS, 

with Introduction and Notes by J. Devey, M.A. Post 8vo. 3J. M, 

BURKE. Works. In 8 vols, post 8vo. cloth, gilt, 4J. each. 

BURNEY (F.) EVELINA. Post 8vo. 3J. 6^. 

COLERIDGE (S. T.) THE FRIEND. A Series of Essays on 
Morals, Politics, and Religion. Post 8vo. 3J. (>d. 

COLERIDGE (S. T.) BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA, and 

Two Lay Sermons. Post 8vo. y. 6d. 

COLLIER'S ENGLISH DRAMATIC POETRY TO THE 
TIME OF SHAKESPEARE, and Annals of the Stage. New 
Edition, revised, with additions. 3 vols. 3/. 3 J. 

COMTE'S PHILOSOPHY OF THE SCIENCES. Edited by 
G. H. Lewes. Post 8vo. 5J. 

CRAIK (G. L.) THE PURSUIT OF KNOWLEDGE UNDER 
DIFFICULTIES. Illustrated. Post 8vo. y. 

EMERSON (R. W.) WORKS, comprising Essays, Lectures, 
Poems, and Orations. In 2 vols, post 8vo. 3J. 6d. each. 

FIELDING (H.) TOM JONES, the History of a Foundling. 
Roscoe's Edition revised. With Illustrations by G. Cruikshank. 
In 2 vols, ys, 

FIELDING (H.) JOSEPH ANDREWS, and Roscoe's Bio- 
graphy of the Author revised. With Illustrations by G. Cruikshank. 
Post 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

FIELDING (H.) AMELIA. Roscoe's Edition revised. With 
Cruikshank s Illustrations. Post 8vo. y. 
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GOETHE'S WORKS. Translated. 7 vols. 3^. fiaT. each. 

GROSSI (T.) MARCO VISCONTI. Post 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

HAZLITT'S (W.) LECTURES, &c 6 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 

HEGEL. LECTURES ON THE PHILOSOPHY OF HIS- 
TORY. Translated by J. Sibree, M.A. Post 8vo. Sf. 

INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT OF EUROPE. A 
History of the. By J. W. Draper, M.D., LLD. 2 vols, post 
8vo. 10s. 

IRVING (W.) WORKS. In 15 vols. Post 8vo. 3^. 6d, each. 

[See also p. 3. 

JAMESON'S SHAKESPEARE'S HEROINES : Characteristics 
of Women. Post 8vo. y. 6d. 

KANT. CRITIQUE OF PURE REASON. Translated by 
J. M. D. Meiklejohn. Post Svo. y. 

LAMB (C.) ESSAYS OF ELIA, AND ELIANA. Post Svo. 

LESSING'S LAOKOON. Dramatic Notes, Ancient Repre- 
sentation of Death, i vol. 3^. 6d, 

LOCKE. PHILOSOPHICAL WORKS, containing an Essay 
on the Human Understanding, &c., with Notes and Index by 
J. A. St. John. Portrait. In 2 vols, post Bvo. js, 

LUTHER (M.) TABLE-TALK. Translated by W Hazlitt. 
With Life and Portrait. Post Bvo. 3^. 6d. 

MANZONI (ALESSANDRO). THE BETROTHED (I 

promessi Sposi). The only complete EngUsh translation. With 
numerous Woodcuts, $s, 

MONTESQUIEU'S SPIRIT OF LAWS. New Edit. revised, 
with Analysis, Notes, and Memoir. By J. V. Pritchard, A.M. 
2 vols. 7J. 

PEPYS'S DIARY. With Life and Notes by Richard Lord 
Braybrooke. 4 vols, post Svo. cloth, gilt, ^s. 6d. per vol. 

PROUT (FATHER). RELIQUES. New Edition, revised and 
largely augmented. Twenty-one spirited Etchings by Maclise. 
1 vol. 7J. 6d. 

RICHTER (J. P. F.) AUTOBIOGRAPHY AND LEVANA. 
Translated. Post Svo. 3J. 6d. 

RICHTER (J. P. F.) FLOWER, FRUIT, AND THORN 
PIECES. A Novel. Translated by Alex. Ewing. 31. Sd, 

SCHILLER'S WORKS. 5 vols. 3^. 6</. each. 

WALTON. THE COMPLETE ANGLER. Edited by E. 
Jesse. With an account of Fishing Stations, &c. , and 203 Engrav* 
mgs, 5^. ; or with 26 additional page Illustrations on Steel. 71. 6d, 
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POETRY AND DRAMA. 

SHAKESPEARE. Edited by S. W. Singer. With a Life by 
W. W. 'Lloyd. Uniform with the Aldine Edition of the Poets. 
ID vols. 2J. 6^. each. In half moroccp, <^, 

CRITICAL ESSAYS ON THE PLAYS. By W. W. Lloyd. 
Uniform with the above, ar. 6<;?. ; in half morocco, sj. 

SHAKESPEARE'S PLAYS AND POEMS. With Notes and 
Life by Charles Knight, and 40 Engravings on Wood by 
Harvey. Royal 8vo. cloth, loj. td, 

■ (Pocket Volume Edition). Comprising all his Plays and 

Poems. Edited from the First Folio Edition by T. Keightley. 
13 vols, royal 32mo. in a cloth box, price 21J, 

SHAKESPEARE. DRAMATIC ART OF. The Histoiy and 
Character of the Plays. By Dr. Ulrici. Translated by L. D. 
ScHMiTZ. 2 vols, post 8vo. 3J. td. each. 

CHAUCER. Robert Bell's Edition, revised. With Preliminary 
Essay by the Rev. W. W. Skeat, M.A. 4 vols. 3J. (td, each. 

EARLY BALLADS AND SONGS OF THE PEASANTRY 

OF ENGLAND. Edited by Robert Bell. Post 8vo. 3^. 6<f. 

GREENE, MARLOWE, and BEN J0N50N. Poems of. Edited 
by Robert Bell, i vol. post 8vo. 3^. (id, 

PERCY'S RELIQUES OF ANCIENT ENGLISH POETRY. 
Reprinted from the Original Edition, and Edited by J. V. Pritchard. 
In 2 vols. ^5. 

MILTON'S (J.) POETICAL WORKS. With Memoir and 
Notes, and 120 Engravings. In 2 vols, post 8vo. 5^. each. 

GOLDSMITH. POEMS. Illustrated. i6mo. 25,(id. 

SHERIDAN'S DRAMATIC WORKS. With Short Life, by 
G. C. S. , and Portrait. Post 8vo. 3J. 6</. 

POETRY OF AMERICA. Selections from One Hundred 
American Poets from 1776 to 1876. With an Introductory Review 
of Colonial Poetry, and some specimens of Negro Melody. By 
W. J. Linton. Post 8vo. 3J. 6d. \ also a large Edition, 7^. 6d. 

CAMOENS' LUSIAD. Mickle's Translation revised. Post 
8vo. 3J. td, 

ALFIERI. The Tragedies of. In English Verse. Edited by 
E. A. Bowring, C. B. a vols, post 8vo. ^s. 
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DANTE. THE DIVINE COMEDY. Translated by the Rev. 
H. F. Gary. Post 8vo. y. 6d. 
This and the following one are the only editions containing the author's last 
corrections and emendations. 

The Popular Edition, neatly Printed in Double Colunins. 

Royal 8vo. sewed, is, 6d, ; cloth, zs. 6d. 

Translated into Englislr Verse by J. C. Wrighi*, M.A. With 



Portrait and 34 Engravings on Steel, after Flaxman. 5th Edition» 
post 8vo. 5J. 

THE INFERNO. Literal translation, with Text and Notes. 

By Dr. Carlyle. 2nd Edition, 14J, 

PETRARCH. SONNETS, TRIUMPHS, AND OTHER 
POEMS. Translated into English Verse. With Campbell's Life 
of the Poet, Illustrated. Post Bvo. 51. 

GOETHE'S DRAMAS AND POEMS. 3 vols. 3^. 6a. each. 

HEINE'S POETICAL WORKS, i vol. 5^. 

LESSING'S DRAMATIC WORKS. 2 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 

SCHILLER'S DRAMAS AND POEMS. 3 vols. 3^. 6d, each. 

MOLIERE. DRAMATIC WORKS. In prose. Translated 
by C. H. Wall. In 3 vols, post Bvo. y. od. each. Also fine- 
paper Edition, with 19 steel engravings, large post 8vo. 31J. 6d. 

ENGLISH SONNETS BY POETS OF THE PAST. 

Selected and Arranged by S. Waddington, Editor of ' English 
Sonnets by Living Writers. ' Fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d, [Just published, 

ENGLISH SONNETS BY LIVING WRITERS. Selected 
and Arranged, with a Note on the History of the Sonnet, by 
Samuel Waddington. Fcap. 8vo. 4$-. 6d. 

' The selection is a singularly attractive one, and its value is enhanced by 
the interesting " Note," as the Editor modestly calls it.' — Saturday Rez'iew, 

' A very charming selection of sonnets.' — Daily News. 

* This anthology deserves a special praise for its good taste, its catholicity, 
and its quiet thoroughness.' — Notes arid Queries. 

By Coventry Fatmore, 

AMELIA, TAMERTON CHURCH TOWER, &c. With an 
Essay on English Metrical Law. 6s. 

THE ANGEL IN THE HOUSE. 5th Edition. 6s, 

THE VICTORIES OF LOVE. 4th Edition. 6s. 

THE UNKNOWN EROS AND OTHER ODES, with 
Additions, fine paper, yj. 6d. Roxburghe binding, 9J. 6d. 

Uniform edition, 4 vols, post 8vo. 24$-. Roxburghe bindings, 28 j. 

FLORILEGIUM AMANTIS. A Selection from Coventrj- 
Patmore's Poems. Edited by R. Garnrtt. Fcap. 8vo. 5J. 
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By Adelaide Anne Procter, 

LEGENDS AND LYRJCS. Illustrated Edition, with Portrait, 
and Introduction by Charles Dickens. 7th edition, 21 j. 

Crown 8vo. Edition, complete, with new portrait. 8«. dd, 

First Series. 35th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 6f. — Second 

Series. 26th Thousand. 5^. 

'^ The Angel's Story. With Illustrations. Med. i6mo. 2J. 6^. 



ALDINE SERIES OF THE BRITISH POETS. 

The Editors of the various authors in this Series have in all cases 
endeavoured to make the collections of Poems as complete as possible, 
and in many instances copyright Poems are to be found in these editions 
which are not in any other. Each volume is carefully edited, with Notes 
where necessary for the elucidation of the Text, and a Memoir. A Por- 
trait also is added in all cases where an authentic one is accessible. The 
volumes are printed on toned paper in fcap. 8vo. size, and neatly bound 
in cloth gilt, price 5^. each. 



* * 



A Cheap Reprint of this Series, neat cloth, u. dd. per volume. 



AKENSIDE. 
BEATTIE. 
BURNS. 3 vols. 
BUTLER. 2 vols. 
CHAUCER. 6 vols. 
CHURCHILL. 2 vols. 
COLLINS. 

COWPER, including his Trans- 
lations. 3 vols. 
DRYDEN. 5 vols. 
FALCONER. 
GOLDSMITH. 
GRAY. 



KIRKE WHITE. 
MILTON. 3 vols. 
PARNELL. 
POPE. 3 vols. 
PRIOR. 2 vols. 
SHAKESPEARE'S POEMS. 
SPENSER. 5 vols. 
SURREY. 
SWIFT. 3 vols. 
THOMSON. 2 vols. 
WYATT. 
YOUNG. 2 vols. 



The following volumes of a New Series have been issued, 5J. each. 



CHATTERTON. 2 vols. 
CAMPBELL. 
WILLIAM BLAKE. 
ROGERS. 



THE COURTLY POETS, from 

RALEIGH to WOTTON. 
GEORGE HERBERT. 
KEATS. 



By C, S, Calverley. 

VERSES AND TRANSLATIONS. ythEdition. Fcap.8vo.5j. 

FLY LEAVES. 9th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

TRANSLATIONS INTO ENGLISH AND LATIN. Crown 
Svo. 7J. 6d, 

THEOCRITUS, into English Verse. 2nd Edition. Crown Svo 

[/« the Press. 
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By Professor Coningfon, M.A, 

HORACE'S ODES AND CARMEN S^CULARE. Trans- 
lated into English Verse. 8th Edition. Fcapu 8vo. $s. 6d, 

SATIRES AND EPISTLES. Translated into English 

Verse. 5th Edition. 6s, 6d. 



BONN'S (HENRY G.) DICTIONARY OF QUOTATIONS 
from the ENGLISH POETS, airanged according to Subjects. 
Large post Bvo. 10s. 6d. 

WHO. WROTE IT ? A Dictionary of Common Poetical Quota- 
tions in the English I^ngcjage. 3rd Edition. Fcap. 8vo. ar. 6a. 

DICTIONARIES. 
BRYAN'S DICTIONARY OF PAINTERS. Seep.2. 
COOPER'S BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. Seep, 2. 
REDGRAVE'S DICTIONARY OF ARTISTS. Seep. 2. 

OR. RICHARDSON'S DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH 

LANGUAGE. Combining Explanation with Etymology, and 
copiously illustrated by Quotations from the best authorities. New 
Edition, with a Supplement. 2 vols. 4to. 4/. 14?. 6</. An 8vo. 
Edition, without Quotations, i^f. 

A SUPPLEMENTARY ENGLISH GLOSSARY. Con- 
taining 12,000 Words and Meanings occurring in English Literature 
not found in any other Dictionary. With Illustrative Quotations. 
By T. O. Davies, M.A 8vo. 752 pp. i6j. 

New Edition, enlarged, with a Supplement of 4600 new words 

and meanings. 

WEBSTER'S DICTIONARY of the English Language, in- 
cluding Scientific, Biblical, and Scottish Terms and Phrases, with 
their Pronunciations, Alternative Spellings, Derivations, and 
Meanings. In i vol. 4to. 1628 pages and 3000 Illustrations, aij. 

WEBSTER'S COMPLETE DICTIONARY, being the above 

with numerous valuable literary Appendices, and 70 pages of Illus- 
trations. I vol. 4to. 1919 pages, cloth, i/. lu. td. 

* Certainly the best practical English Dictionary extant.' — Quarterly 
Review^ October 1873. 



THE EPIGRAMMATISTS. Selections from the Epigrammatic 
Literature of Ancient, Mediaeval, and Modern Times. With Notes, 
&c. by Rev. H. P. Dodd, M.A 2nd Edition, enlarged. Post 8vo. 6j. 
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NATURAL HISTORY. 

THE LIBRARY OF NATURAL HISTORY. Containing 
Morris' British Birds— Nests—Eggs— British Butterflies— British 
Moths — Bree's Birds of Europe— Lx)We's Works on British and 
Exotic Ferns, Grasses, and Beautiful Leaved Plants — Hibberd's 
PUmts — Maund's Botanic Garden — Tripp's British Mosses — 
Gatty's Seaweeds — Wooster's Alpine Plants, and Couch's 
Fishes — making in all 49 Volumes, in super-royal 8vo. containing 
upwards of 2550 full-page Plates, carefully coloured. 

Complete Lists sent post free on application. 

SOWER BY'S BOTANY. Containing a Description and Life- 
size Drawing of every British Plant. Edited and brought up to the 
present standard of scientific knowledge by T. Boswell (formerly 
Syme), LL.D., F.L.S., &c. With Popular Descriptions of the 
Uses, History, and Traditions of each Plant, by Mrs. Lankester, 
Author of 'Wild Flowers worth Notice,' 'The British Ferns,' &c. 
The Figures by J. C. Sovverby, F.L.S., J. De C. Sowerby, F.L.S., 
and J. W. Salter, A.L.S., F.G.S., and John Edward Sowerby. 
Third Edition, entirely revised, with descriptions of all the species 
by the Editor. In n vols. 22/. 8j. cloth ; 24/. i2j. half morocco; 
and 28/. 3J. (>d. whole morocco. Volumes sold separately. 

COTTAGE GARDENER'S DICTIONARY. With a Supple- 
ment, containing all the new plants and varieties down to the yeai 
1869. Edited by G. W. Johnson. Post 8vo. cloth, dr. 6d, 

BOTANIST'S POCKET-BOOK. By W. R. Hayward. 
Containing the Botanical name. Common name. Soil or Situation, 
Colour, Growth, and Time of Flowering of all plants, arranged in 
a tabulated form. 3rd Edition, revised. Fcap. 8vo. 4J. td, 

RAMBLES IN SEARCH OF WILD FLOWERS, AND 

HOW TO DISTINGUISH THEM. By Margaret Plues. 
With 96 Coloured Figures and numerous Woodcuts. 3rd Edition, 
revised. Post 8vo. ^s. 6d, 

MY GARDEN ; its Plan and Culture. Tc^ether with a General 
Description of its Geology, Botany, and Natural History. By 
A. Smee, F.R.S., with more than 1300 Engravings on Wood. 
4th Thousand. Imp. 8vo. 21J. 

* ** My Garden " is indeed a book which ouzht to be in the hands of every on< 
who is fortunate enoueh to possess a garden of nis own ; he is certain to find some 
things in it from which he may pro^tJ— Nature. 



NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. With Notes by 
Su: William Jardine and Edward Jesse, Esq. Illustrated by 
40 highly-finished Engravings, 5J. ; or with the Plates coloured 
7J. 6d, 

HISTORY OF BRITISH BIRDS. By R. Mudie. With 28 
Plates. 2 vols. 5^. each ; or with coloured Plates, 7s, 6d. each. 
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ART AND ORNAMENT. 

THE TYNE AND ITS TRIBUTARIES. By W. J. Palmer. 

Illustrated with upwards of 150 Woodcuts, Imp. 8vo. i/. ss, 

THE THAMES, OXFORD TO LONDON. Twenty Etch- 
ings by David Law, with Descriptive Letter-press. Cloth extra 
i/. 1 1 J. 6d. Large paper, 50 copies only, on Whatman paper, 
Imp. 4to. 5/. 5J. 

VENICE ; its History, Art, Industries, and Modem Life. By 
Charles Yriarte. Seepage i. 

GOETHE'S FAUST. The First Part complete, with Selections 
from the Second Part. The former Revised and the latter newly 
Tran^ted for this Edition by Anna Swanwick. With 40 Steel 
Engravings after Retzsch's celebrated designs. 4to. 2ix. 

TURNER'S PICTURESQUE VIEWS IN ENGLAND AND 

WALES. With Descriptive Notices. 96 Illustrations, reproduced 
in Permanent Photography. In 3 vols. imp. 4to. VoL I. Land- 
scapes, 40 Plates, 2/. i2f. 6d. \ VoL II. Castles and Abbeys, 3a 
Plates, 2/. 2^. ; Vol. III. Coast Scenery, 24 Plates, z/. 11s. 6a, 

TURNER'S CELEBRATED LANDSCAPES. Sixteen Auto- 
type Reproductions of the most important Works of J. M. W. 
Turner, R. A. With Memoir and Descriptions. Imp. 4to. 2/. 2j. 

MICHELANGELO'S! AND RAFFAELLE'S ORIGINAL 

STUDIES IN THE UNIVERSITY GALLERIES, OXFORD. 
Etched and Engraved by J. Fisher, with Introduction. New 
Editions, with Additions. 2 vols, half bound, 15J. and 21J. re- 
spectively. 

THE RAFFAELLE GALLERY. Permanent Reproductions of 
Engravings of the most celebrated Works of Raffaelle Sanzio 
d'Urbino. With Descriptions, &c. Imp. 4to. 2/. 2J. 

FLAXMAN. CLASSICAL COMPOSITIONS, comprising the 
Outline Illustrations to the 'Iliad' and 'Odyssey,* the 'Tragedies* 
of iEschylus, the ' Theogony ' and ' Works and Days ' of Hesiod. 
Engraved by Piroli and William Blake. Imp. 4to. half-bound 
morocco, 4/. 14J, 6d. The four parts separately, 21J. each. 

MOUNTAINS AND LAKES OF SWITZERLAND AND 
ITALY. 64 Picturesque Views in Chromolithograph, from 
Original Sketches by C. C. Pyne. With a Map of Routes and 
Descriptive Notes by Rev. J. Mercher. 2nd Edition. Crown 

4tO. 2/. 2J. 
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FLAXMAN. LECTURES ON SCULPTURE, as delivered 
before the President and Members of the Royal Academy. By 
J. Flaxman, R.A. With 53 Plates. New Edition, 6s. 

AN ILLUSTRATED HISTORY OF ARMS AND AR- 
MOUR, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. By 
AUGUSTE Demmin. Translated by C. C. Black, M.A., Assistant 
Keeper, South Kensington Museum. One Vol. with nearly 2000 
Illustrations, js. 6d. 

LEONARDO DA VINCI'S TREATISE ON PAINTING. 

Translated from the Italian by J. F. Rfgaud, R.A. With 
a Life of Leonardo and an Account of his Works by John 
William Brown. New Edition, revised, with numerous Hates. 
One Vol. 5J. 

THE ANATOMY AND PHILOSOPHY OF EXPRESSION 

AS CONNECTED WITH THE FINE ARTS. By Sir Charles 
Bell, K.H. 7th Edition, revised. One Vol. 5J. 
This edition contains all the plates and woodcuts of the original edition. 

HEATON (MRS.) A CONCISE HISTORY OF PAINTING 
FOR STUDENTS AND GENERAL READERS. By Mrs. 
Heaton. With Illustrations. 8vo. 15J. 

DRAWING COPIES. By P. H. Delamotte, Professor of 
Drawing at King's College, London. 96 Original Sketches in 
Architecture, Trees, Figures, Foregrounds, Landscapes, Boats, and 
Sea-pieces. Royal 8vo. Oblong, half-bound, 12s, 



By the late Eliza Meteyard. 

CHOICE EXAMPLES OF WEDGWOOD ART. 28 

Plates in Permanent Photography. With Descriptions and Preface. 
Imp. 4to. 3/. 3^. 

MEMORIALS OF WEDGWOOD. A Series of Permanent 
Photographs. With Introduction and Descriptions. Imp. 4to. 

3^- 3J. 

WEDGWOOD AND HIS WORKS: a Selection of his 
choicest Works in Permanent Photography, with Sketch of his Life 
and Art Manufacture. Imp. 4to. 3/. 3^. 

CATALOGUE OF WEDGWOOD'S MANUFACTURES. 
With Illustrations. Half-bound 8vo. lof. td, 

WEDGWOOD HANDBOOK. A Manual for Collectors: 
Treating of the Marks, Monograms, &c. With Priced Catalogues 
and a Glossary and copious Index. 8yo. zoj. td. 
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FOR YOUNG PEOPLE, 



By the late Mrs, Alfred Gatty, 

PARABLES FROM NATURE. A new complete Edition in 
Bell's Pocket Volumes. 2 vols. imp. 32mo. in neat blue cloth, 5^. 

4to Edition. With Notes on the Natural History, and numer- 
ous large Illustrations by W. Holman Hunt, E Bume Jones, 
J. Tenniel, &c. New Complete Edition. With short Memoir of 
the Author. 410. cloth gilt, 21J. 

i6mo. with Illustrations. First Series, 17th Edition, ix. 6</. 

Second Series, loth Edition, 2J. The two Series in i vol. y, 6d. 
Third Series, 6th Edition, 2s. Fourth Series, 4th Edition, 2J. The 
Two Series in i vol. 4f. Fifth Series, 2s. 

WORLDS NOT REALIZED. i6mo. 4th Edition, ax. 

PROVERBS ILLUSTRATED. i6mo. With Illustrations. 
4th Edition, 2/. 

The Uniform Edition. Fcap. 8vo. y. 6d. each volume. 



PARABLES FROM NATURE. 
2 vols. With Portrait. 

THE HUMAN FACE DIVINE, 
and other Tales. With Illus- 
trations. 3rd Edition. 

THE FAIRY GODMOTHERS, 
and other Tales. With Frontis- 
piece. 7th Edition, zs. 6d. 

AUNT JUDY'S TALES. Illus- 
trated. 7th Edition. 

AUNT JUDY'S LETTERS ; a 
Sequel to * Aunt Judy's Tales.' 
Illustrated. 5th Edition. 



DOMESTIC PICTURES AND 
TALES. With 6 lUustrations. 

WORLDS NOT REALIZED, 
and Proverbs Illustrated. 

THE HUNDREDTH BIRTH- 
DAY, and other Tales. With 
Illustrations by Phiz. New 
Edition. 

MRS. ALFRED GATTY'S PRE- 
SENTATION BOX for Young 
People, containing the above 
volumes, neatly bound, and en- 
closed in a cloth box. 31J. 6d, 



A BOOK OF EMBLEMS. Drawn by F. Gilbert. With 
Introduction and E.xplanations. Imp. i6mo. 4r. 6d. 

WAIFS AND STRAYS OF NATURAL HISTORY. With 

Coloured Frontispiece and Woodcuts. Fcap. 3J. 6d, 

THE POOR INCUMBENT. Fcap. 8vo. ij. 

AUNT SALLY'S LIFE. With Six Illustrations. Square i6ino. 
3rd Edition, 3J. 6d, 
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THE MOTHER'S BOOK OF POETRY. Selected and 
Arranged by Mrs. A. Gatty. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d. ; or with Illustra- 
tions, elegantly bound, js. 6d. 

A BIT OF BREAD. By Jean Mac^j. Translated by Mrs. 
Alfred Gatty. 2 vols. fcap. 8vo. Vol. 1. 4J. 6d, Vol. II. y. 6d. 

By Mrs, Ewing, 

Everything Mrs. Ewihg writes is full of talent ^ and also fitll of perception 
and common sense.'—SATVRDAV Review. 

The Uniform Edition. Small post 8vo. 5^. each. 

WE AND THE WORLD: A Story for Boys. With 7 lUus- 
trations by W. L. Jones, and Design on the Cover by Miss Pym. 
2nd Edition. 51. [Just published. 

SIX TO SIXTEEN : A Story for Girls. With 10 Illustrations 
by Mrs. Allingham. 5th Edition. 5$-. 

'The homely good sense and humour of the bulk of the story are set off by 
the pathos of its opening and its close ; and a soft and beautiful light, as of dawn 
and sunset, is thrown round the substantial English ideal 01 what a girl's 
education ought to be, which runs through the tale.' — Spectator. 

' It is a beautifully told story, full of humour and pathos, and bright sketches 
of scenery and character. It is all told with great naturalness, and will amuse 
grown-up people quite as much as children. In reading the story, we have been 
struck especially by characteristic bits of description, which show very happily 
the writer's appreciation of child life.' — Pall Mall Gazette. 

* We have rarely met, on such a modest scale,^ with characters so ably and 
sinjiply drawn. . . . The merits of the volume, in themselves not «maU, are 
much enhanced by some clever illustrations from the pencil of Mrs. Allingham.'.— 
Athenaum. 

* The tone of the book is pleasant and healthy, and singularly free from that 
sentimental, not to say '* mawkish," stain which is apt to disfigure such produc- 
tions. The illustrations by Mrs. Allingham add a special attraction to the little 
volume.' — Times. 

* It is scarcely necessary to say that Mrs.' Ewing's book is one of the best of 
the year.' — Saturday Review. 

* There is in it not only a great deal of common sense, but there is true 
humour. . . . We have not met a healthier or breezier tale for girls for a long 
period.' — Acadettty, 

A FLAT IRON FOR A FARTHING ; or, Some Passages in 
the Life of an Only Son. With 12 Illustrations by H. Allingham, 
and Design on the Cover by Miss Pym. 12th Edition. 5^. 

' Let every parent and guardian who wishes to be amused, and at the same 
time to please a child, purchase " A Flat Iron for a Farthing ; or, some Passages 
in the Life of an Only S :>n," by J. H. Ewing. We will answer for the delight 
with which they will read it themselves, and we do not doubt that the young and 
fortunate recipients will also like it. The story is quaint, original, and altogether 
delightful.' — A tlunanm. 

* A capital book for a present. No child who is fortunate enough to possess 
it will be in a hurrv to put it down, for it is a book of uncommon fascination. 
The story is good, tne principles inculcated admirable, and some of the illustra- 
tions simply delicious.' — John Bull. 
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By Mrs, Ewing — Continued. 

MRS. OVERTHEWArS REMEMBRANCES. Illustrated 
with lo fine Full-page Engravings on Wood, after Drawings by 
Pasquier and Wolf, and Design on the Cover by Miss Pym. 3rd 
Edition. 

Also another Edition, in imp. i6mo. gilt, 3J. 6^. 

' It is not often nowadajrs the privilege of a critic to grow enthoaasdc over a 
new work ; and the rarity of the occasion that calls forth the delight is apt to 
lead one ' ito the sin of hyperbole. And yet we think we shall not tc accused d[ 
extravagaftv.j when we sav that, without exception, " Mrs. Overtheway's Re- 
membrances " is the most deUghtful work avowedly written for children that we 
have ever read. There are passages in this book which the genius of George 
Eliot would be proud to own.^ .... It is full of a peculiar, heart-stirring pathos 
of its own, which culminates in the last pages, when Ida finds that her £EUher is 
not dead. The book b one that may be recurred to often, and always with the 
same delight. We predict for it a great popularity.' — Leader, 

JAN OF THE WINDMILL; a Story of the Plains. With 
II Illustrations by Helen Allingham. 2nd Edition, ^r. 

Also a Larger Edition, crown 8vo. 8j. 6d, 

• 

' It is a long time since we have read anything in its way so good. . . . Such 
a book is like a day in June — as sweet and as wholesome as anything can be . . . 
Good as Miss Alcott's bree/y stories are, even they are but juvenile beside such 
writing as this.' — Avierican Church Union, 

* "Jan of the Windmill " is a delightful story for children and other i>eople. 
. . . The atmosphere of country life — " the very air about ihe door made dusty 
with the floating meal "—breathes freshly in the book^ and the rural scenes are 
not unworthy of George Sand, if George Sand wrote for les pttites filles. The 
growth of the hero's artistic power is as interesting as the lives of old painters.* 

Academy, 

A GREAT EMERGENCY, and other Talcs. With 4 lUustra- 

tions, and Design on the Cover by Miss PvM. 5J. 

' Never has Mrs. Ewing published a more charming volume of stories, and 
that is saying a very great deal. From the first to the last the book oversows 
with the strange knowledge of child-nature which so rarely survives childhood ; 
and, moreover, with inexhaustible quiet humour, which is never an3rthing but 
innocent and well-bred, never priggisn, and never clumsy.' — Academy, 



THE BROWNIES, and other Tales. Illustrated by George 
Cruiksiiank. 3rd Edition. Imp. i6mo. 5J. 

' Mrs. Ewing eives us some really charming writing. While her first story 
most prettily teaches children how much they can do to help their parents* the 




weary its parents with importunities 
for just a ?ew minutes more to see how everything ends. The frontispiece, by 
the old friend of our childhood, George Cruikshank, b no less pretty than the 
story.' — Saturday Review, 
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By Mrs, Ewing — Contintud, 

LOB-LIE-BY-THE-FIRE ; or, the Luck of Lingborough. And 
other Tales. Illustrated by George Cruikshank. 2nd Edition. 
Imp. i6mo. 5f. 

'A charming tale by another of those clever writers, thanks to whom the 
children are now really better served than their neighbours.' — Spectator. 

I Mrs. Ewing has written as good a story as her " Brownies," and that is 
saying a great deal. " Lob-lie-by-the-fire " has humour and pathos, and teaches 
what is right without making children think they are reading a sermon.' — 
Saturday Review. 

MELCHIOR'S DREAM, and other Tales. Illustrated. 3rd 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d, 

* " Melchior's Dream " is an exquisite little story, charming by original 
humour, buoyant spirits, and tender pathos.' — AtJutiaum. 

By R M. Peard, Author of ^Unawares ^ ^The Rose 
Garden^ ^Catiouche,^ 6fc. 

MOTHER MOLLY. A Story for Young People. With 8 
Illustrations. Small post 8vo. $$, 

* The story is to other Christmas books what Mr.^ Blackmore's stories are to 
ordinary novels. It is fresh, a little quaint, and b, in fact, a charming ideal of 
the latter end of the last ctn.i\xry.' —Standard. 

THROUGH ROUGH WATERS. A Story for Young People. 
With zi Illustrations. Small post 8vo. ss. 

By Mrs. O'Reilly. 

' Mrs. O'Reilly's works need no commendation ... the style is so good, the 
narrative so engrossing, and the tone so excellent.' — yokn Bull, 

DAISY'S COMPANIONS; or, Scenes from Child Life. A 
Story for Little Girls. With 8 Illustrations. 3rd Edit. i6mo. aj. 6^. 

'Ix anybody^ wants a pretty little present for a pretty (and good) litde 
daughter, or a niece or grand-daughter, we cannot recommend a better or tastier 
one than "Daisy's Companions." —TYiw^,;. 

LITTLE PRESCRIPTION, and other Tales. With 6 lUus- 
trations by W. H. Petherick and others. i6mo. ar. td, 

' A worthy successor of some charming; little volumes of the same kind. . . . 
The tale from which the title is taken is for its grace and pathos an especial 
favourite.' — Spectator. 

*Mrs. O'Reilly could not write otherwise than well, even tf she were to tzy.' 
'^Morning Pott. 
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By Mrs, O'Reilly— Continued. 

CICELY'S CHOICE. A Story for Girls. With a Frontispiw 
by J. A. Pasquikr. Fcap. 8vo. gilt edges, y. td, 

' A pIcn»Hint stoi->'. . . . It is a book for girls, and grown people will # l l iw oyo] 
reading it.' — Atheturum. 

* A pleasant, well-written, interesting story, likely to be acceptable to yonns 
]>eoplu who are in their teens.' — Scotxman, 

GILES'S MINORITY; or, Scenes at the Red House. Witfa 
8 Illustrations. i6mo. 2J. 6(/. 

'In one of our former reviews we praised "Deborah's Drawer." "Giles's 
MinLriiy " no less dv.*«crves our g<xxlwill. It is a picture tH school-room life, and 
i> ^o well (Ir.'iwn th.it gruwn-up rca<lcrs may deligfit in it. In literary excellence 
tliis liiilu lK>uk is above most of its fellows.' — Times, 

DOLL WORLD; or, Play and Earnest. A Study from Real 
Life. With 8 Illustrations. By C. A. Saltmarsh. z6mo. ar. 6d, 
' It is a capiial child's book, and it has a charm for grown-up people also, as 
the fair>' hazu of "lun^-ago" brightens every page. We are not ashamed to 
confess to the "thrilling interest" with which we followed the historv of 
•' Robcriina " and *' Mabel." '—Aihena-um, 

DEBORAH'S DRAWER. With 9 Illustrations. iSmo.zs.ed, 

'Any godmamma who wishes to buy an unusually pretty and artistically- 
written gift-book for an eight-year-old pet cannot do better than spend a florin or 
two on the contents of " Aunt Deborahs Drawer." ' — Athetueunt, 

Captain Marry afs Books for Boys. 

Uniform Illustrated Edition, neatly bound in cloth, post 8vo. 
3^. 6d. each ; gilt edges, 45. 6d. 

POOR JACK. With Sixteen II- I THE SETTLERS IN CANADA. 

lustrations after Designs by With Illustrations by Gilbert 

Clarkson Stanfield, R.A. and Dalziel. 

THE MISSION; or, Scenes in " THE PRI VATEERSMAN. 

Africa. With Illustrations by Adventures by Sea and Land 

John Gilbert. in Civil and Savage Life One 

THE PIRATE, AND THREE ' Hundred Years ago. lUustrated 

CUTTERS. With Memoir of the ' with Eight Steel Engravings. 

Author, and 20 Steel Engravings ' MASTERMAN READY ; or, the 

byCLARKSON Stanfield, R.A. Wreck of the Pacific. Embel- 

Cheap Edition, without Illus^ ' lished with Ninety-three En- 

trations, is. 6d. I gravings on Wood, 

A BOY'S LOCKER. A Smaller Edition of Captain Marryat's 
Books for Boys, in 12 vols. Fcap. 8vo. in a compact doth box, au. 

MASTERMAN READY. New and Cheap Edition, is, 

POOR JACK. New cheap Edition, is. 
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OUR PETS AND PLAYFELLOWS IN AIR, EARTHi 
AND WATER. By Gertrude Patmore. With 4 Illustrations 
by Bertha Patmore. Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 

FRIENDS IN FUR AND FEATHERS. By Gwynfryn. 
Illustrated with 8 Full-page Engravings by F. W. Keyl, &c. 6th 
Edition. Handsomely bound, y, 6d. 

'We have already characterised some other book as the best cat-and-dog 
book of the season. We said so because we had not seen the present little book, 
which is deliehtful. It is written on an artistic principle, consisting of actual 
biographies of certain elephants, squirrels, blackhbas, and what not, "wtio lived in 
the flesh ; and we only wish that human biographies were always as entertaining 
and instructive.' — Saturday Review^ 



By Hans Christian Andersen. 

FAIRY TALES AND SKETCHES. Translated by C. C. 
Peachey, H. Ward, A. Plesner, &c. With 104 Illustrations by 
Otto Speckter and others. Crown Svo. 6j. 

'The translation most happily hits the delicate quaintness of Andersen — 
most happily transposes into simple English words the tender precision of the 
famous story-teller; in a keen examination of the book we scarcely recall a 
single phrase or turn that obviously could have been bettered.' — Daily Telegraph, 

TALES FOR CHILDREN. With 48 Full-page Illustrations by 
Wehnert, and 57 Small Engravings on Wood by W. Thomas. 
A new Edition. Crown Svo. ts. 

This and the above vol. form the most complete English Edition of Andersen's Tales. 

LATER TALES. Translated from the Danish by Augusta 
Plesner and H. Ward. With Illustrations by Otto Speckter, 
W. Cooper, and other Artists. Qoth gilt, 3J. &f. 



WHAT SHALL WE ACT? or, a Hundred Plays from which 
to Choose. With Hints on Scene Painting, &c. By M. E. 
Jamks. Crown Svo. 2J. td, 

FAIRY PLAYS FOR CHILDREN. By Kate Freiligrath- 
Kroeker. With Illustrations by M. Sibree. And Songs. 2nd 
Edition, ij. each. Alice ; adapted, by pennission, from 'Alice's 
Adventures in Wonderland.' Snov^drop. The Bear Prince. 
Jack and the Princess who never Laughed. The Four Plays 
in I vol. , cloth gilt, 4J. (id. 

GUESSING STORIES; or, The Surprising Adventures of the 
Man with the Extra Pair of Eyes. By the late Archdeacon Free- 
man. 4th Edition. • 2^. 6</. 

WONDER WORLD. A Collection of Fairy Tales, Old and 
New. Translated from the French, German, and Danish. With 
4 Coloured Illustrations and numerous Woodcuts by L. Richter, 
Oscar Pletsch, and others. Royal i6mo. cloth, gilt edges, 3^. 6^. 

' It will delight the children, and has in it a wealth of wisdom that may he of 
practical service when they have grown into men and yfomiKi*— Literary World, 
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GRIMM'S GAMMER GRETHEL; or, German Fairy Tales 
and Popular Stories. Translated by Edqar Taylor. Numerous 
Woodcuts after G. Cruikshank's designs. Post 8vo. y. 6d. 

LOST LEGENDS OF THE NURSERY SONGS. By Mary 

Senior Clakk. With i6 full-page Illustrations. New edition, 5r. 

LITTLE PLAYS FOR LITTLE PEOPLE ; with Hinte for 
Drawing-room Performances. By Mrs. Chisholm, Author of 
' Rana, the Story of a Frog.' i6mo. with Illustrations, 2s, 6d. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. With loo lUustrations by E. H. 
Wehnert. Crown 8vo. ss, 

THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD. By E. Wetherell. With io 
Illustrations. Post 8vo. y. 6d, 

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. By H. B. Stowk. Hlustrated. 
Post 8vo. y, 6d. 

KATIE ; or, the Simple Heart. By D. Richmond, Author of 
'Annie Maitland.' Illustrated by M. J. BOOTH. 2nd Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 3J. 6cf. 

LIVES OF THE GREEK HEROINES. Being Stories from 
Homer, iGschylus, and Sophocles. By Louisa Menzies, Author 
of ' Legendary Tales of the Ancient Britons.' Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6d, 

ANECDOTES OF DOGS. By Edward Jesse. With lUus- 
trations. Post 8vo. cloth, 5f. With 34 Steel Engravings after 
C6orER, Landseer, &c. 7s. 6rf. 

CHARADES, ENIGMAS, AND RIDDLES. Collected by a 
Cantab. 5th Edition, enlarged. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. is, 

POETRY- BOOK FOR SCHOOLS. Illustrated with 37 
highly finished Engravings by ^. W. Cope, R.A., W. HEt^MSLEY, 
S. Palmer, F. Skill, G. Thomas, and H. Weir. Crown 8vo. 
gilt, 2J. 6d.;; plain cloth, is. 

GILES WITHERNE; or, the Reward of Disobedience. A 
Village Tale for the Young. By the Rev. J. P. Parkinson, D.C.L. 
6th Edition. Illustrated by the Rev. F. W. Mann. Super-royal 
i6mo. IS. 

THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. By John Bunvan. With 
281 Engravings from Designs by William Hasvey. Post 8vo. 
y. 6d. 

NURSERY CAROLS. By the late Rev. Dr. Monsell, Rectoi 
of St. Nicholas, Guildford, with upwards of zoo Illustrations by 
LuDWiG Richter and Oscar Pletsch. Imp. i6mo. 3;. 6(L 
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